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S O N N E T. 

D'ARCTi tothecj whatever of happier vein, 
Smit with the love of Song my youth eflay'df 

This verfc devotes from Aston's fecret fliadc, 
Where ktter'd Eafc, thy gift, endears the fcene. 
Here, ts the light-wing'd trtbments glide ferene, 

I weave the bower, around the tufted mead 

In careleis flow the funple pathway lead. 
And ftrcw with many a rofe the fliaven green. 
S(^ to decdve my Jblicary days. 

With rural «>ils ingenuous arts I blendi 
Secure Dram envy, negligent of prufe. 

Yet not unknown to &me, if D*Arcy lend 
His wonted {inile.to digniiy my lays, 

The Mules Patron, but die Poet's Friend. 

Mm IS) 1763. 

W.MASON* 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



M U S JE U S: 

A 

MONODY 

T O T H E 

MEMORY of Mr. POPE. 

I H 

Imitation of M i l t o n 's Lycidas. 
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MONODY. 



^Orrowing I catch the reed, and call the rnOki 

If yet a mufe on Brian's plain abide. 
Since n^t Musaus tun'd his parting ftrain: 
With him they Hv'd, vith him perchance thejr dy'd. 
For who e'er fince their vii^in chamu cSpy*df 
Or on the banks of Thames, or met their train, 
AVhere IJis Qtarkles to the funny ray i 
Or have they deign*d to play, 
'Where Camus irinds along his broider*d rale, 
FenUng each blue bell pale, and dalie pied. 
That ffiog their fr^rance round his ruDiy fide? 



* Mr. Fope £ed in the year 1744) this Poem wu then writ* 
tea, and pnbUlhed £rft in the year 1747. 



Vet- 
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Yet ah! ye are not dead, Cceleftial Muds; 
Immortal as ye are, ye may not die : 
Nor is it meet ye By thefe penfire glades. 
E'er round- his laureat herfe ye heave the figh. 
Stx^ then awhile, O ftay, ye fleeting ^r; 
Revifit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrcne, 
Nor Thefpis's grove-, oil with harmonious teen 
Ye footh his Ihade, and Aowly-dittied air. 
Such tribute pour*d, again ye may repur 
To what lov'd haunt ye whilom did eleftj ' 
Whether Lycseus, or that mountain fur 
Trim Ntenalus, with piny verdure deckt. 
But now it boots ye not in thefe to ftray. 
Or yet Cyllene*s hoary ftiade to chufe. 
Or where mild Ladon's welling waters play. 
Forego each vain excufe. 

And hafte to Thames's fhores ; for Thames fliall join 
Our fad fociety, and pafllng mourn, 
The tears faft-trickling o'er his filver urn. 



And, 
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[5] 
And, when the Poet's widow'd g»t he laves. 
His reed-crown'd locks Ihall fliake, his head Iball bow. 
His tide no more in eddies blith fliall rove. 
But creep foft by with long-drawn murmurs flow. 
For oft the mighty Maftcr rous'd his waves 
With martial notes, or lull*d with ftrun c^ love t 
He muft not now in bride ma^anders flow 
Gamefome, and Idfs the fadly-filent fliore. 
Without the loan of fome poetic woe. 

Say lirft, Sicilian Mufe, 
For, with thy fifters, thou didft weeping ftand 
In filtnt circle at the folemn fcene. 
When Death approach'd, and wav'd his ebon wand. 
Say how each laurel droopt its withering green ? 
How, in yon-grot, each filver trickling fpring 
Wander'd the flielly channels all among ; 
While as the coral roof did foftly ring 
Refponfivc to their fweetly-doleful fong. 
Meanwhile all pale th'expiring Poet laid, 
^d funk hi» awful head, 

B 3 Wl^Ue 
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NVhlle ^ocal Ihadows pleafuig dreams prolong; 
For lb> his lick'ning fpirits to releafe. 
They pour'd the balm of vifionary peace. 

Fir0^ Tent fitom Cam's fur banks, like Palmer old, 
Cam« * TiTYRus How, with head all filver^d o'er. 
And in his hand an oaken crook he bore. 
And thus in antique guife flioit talk did. hold. 
** Crete clerk of Fame* is houfe, whofe excellence 
*' Maie wele befin thilk place <^ eminence, 
" Mickle of wele betide thy houres laft, 
*' For oiich gode wirke to me don and paft. 
" For fyn the days whereas my lyre ben firongen, 
*' And deftly many a mery laie I fongen, 
'* Old Time, which alle things don maliciouny 
" Gnawen with rufty tooth continually, 
'* Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben, 
" Till at the laft thou linoothen 'hem haft again i 

NOTE. 
Gnv * Titynif &c.] /. ». Chaucm, a uute freqoestljr pvn 
him by Spenlcr. Sec Sttf. Cal. Sd. a, 6, is, aad elfewheie. 

** Sithence 
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** Sithence full femdy gliden my rymes rude, 

«* As, (if fittetb-thilk fimilitude) 

** Whanne fhallow brooke Trennetb hobling ob, 

** Ovir rou^ ftones it makith full rough fbogi 

*< But> them ftones removen, this Ute livere 

" Stetlich forth by, making ple&unt mumietie :> -. 

** So my lely rymes, whofo may them note, 

** Thou maklfl ererichone to ren right fote i 

** And in (hy'verfe entunift fo feofdy, 

** That men iayen I make trewe melody, 

** And fpeaken every dele to myne honoure. 

" Mich wele, grete ckrit, betide thy parting houre !* 

He ceas*d his homely rhjrme. 
Whcn*CoLiM CtooT, Eliza's Diepherd fwaun. 
The blithcft lad that ever pip*d wi plam. 
Came with his reed ibft-warbling on the way. 
And thrice he bow*d his head with motion mild. 
And thus his g^ding numben gan efli^< 

KQTE. 
* Ct&r C/mf.l t. f. itKuw, whick BUM fc« prti himfelf 
thfoo^toat lu* work*. 

B 4 " I. Ah 
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I. 

" • Ah ! lucklefs fwain, alas ! how art thou lorn, 
" Who once like mc could'ft frarpc thy pipe to play 
** Shepherds devife, and cHear the ling'ring morn : 
** Ne bufh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. 

" Ah plight too fore fuch worth to equal right ! 

" Ah worth too high to meet fuch piteous plight ! 

n. 

** But I nought ftrive, poor Colin, to compare 
" My Hobbin's or my Tbenot's ruftic fldll 
" To thy deft fwains, whofe dapper ditties rare 
*' Surpafs ought elfe of quaintcft ftiepherd's quilL 
" Ev*n Roman Tityrus, that peerlefs wight, 
" Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight. 

NOTE. 

* Th« two firfl ftanzu of thii fpeecb, u dwy rdate to Pafto* 
itl, are written in the mcafare which Spearer nfet in the firft 
eclogue of the ShtpbtrJ"! CaJndar i the reft, where he' Ipeaki of 
Fable, tre in the ftaou of the Fturj ^iim. 

ni. " Eke 
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in. 

« Eke when in Fable's flow'ry paths you ftra/d, 
** MaJking jn cunning feints truth's Iplendent faces 
'* Nc Sylph, ne Sylphid, but "du« tendance paid, 
** To flieild Belinda's lock from felon bafe, 
'* But all mote nought aval fuch hann to chace. 
** Then Una fiur'gan droop her princely "mien, 
«' Eke Florimel, and all my faeiy race; 
•* B^inda fer furpaft my beauties Ihecn, 
' Belinda, fubjcA meet for fuch foft by I ween. 

IV. 
** Like as in village troop of birdlings trim, 
•* Where Chanticleer his red creft high doth hold, 
" And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to fwim, 
** And Turkeys proud, and Kgeons nothing bold -, 
•* If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold, 
** Eftibons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
** He gliffneth purple, and he glift'neth gold, 
** Now with bright green, now blue himfelf arraying. 
' Such is diy beauty bright, all other beauties fwaying. 
V. " But 
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V. 
** But why^o I defcanc this toyilh rhyme, 
" And fancies Ug^t in fimplc guifc pourtray ? 
" Lifting CO chear thee at this ruefull time, 
** While 83 black Death doth on thy heaitibingspcy. 
" Yet rede aright, and if this fiiendly lay 
" Thou nathtefs judgeft all too flight and v^n, 
*' Let my well-meaning mend my ill eflay : 
** So may I greet thee with a nobler ftnin* 
*' When loon we meet for aye, in yon ftar-fprinklcd 
« plan.** 

Laft came a b»rd of more mi^eftic tread. 
And * Thvrsis hight^ Dryad, Fam, (m* Swain, 
WhcneV he mingled with the (hephcrd train -, 
But ftldom that ; for higher thoughts he fed » 
For him full crft the hear'nly Mufes led 

NOTE. 

• Tiyr/i tigHt-l i.t. Miltoh. Ijeidtt and the E^taftitm 
Damm* an the only Psftorali we htra of Mikoo'i i U die latter 
of which, where he lameDti Car. Dudatnt wider t^e name of 
Damm, he call* hintlelf Tlyrfit. 

To 
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To clear Euphrates, and the fccret moun^ 
ToAraby, and Eden, fragrant climes. 
All which the lacred bard would oft recount : 
And thus in ftrain, unus'd in fylran Jhade, 
To iad MvtMus rightful homage pud. 

" ThricehaOjthouheav'n-taughtWatbferllafttndbcft 

** Of all the train I Poet, in whom conjoin'd 

*' An that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 

** Rapture ; hannonious, manly, clear, fublime. 

*' Accept this gratulation : may it diear 

" Thy linking foul i nor thele corporeal ills 

" Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, In high heaVn 

** Fame blooms eternal o'er that fpirit divine, 

** Who bwlds immortal verfc. There thy bold Muloi 

** Which while on earth could breath Mxonian lire, 

** Shall foar feraphic heights ; while to her voice 

** Ten thoufand Hierarchies of Angels haip 

** Symphomous, and with dulcet harmonies 

" Uflier the long rgoicing. I mean while, 

« To 
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** To footh thee in thefe irkfome hours of pain, 
** Approach thy vifitant, with mortal pr^e 
** To praife thee mortal. Firft, for Rhyme fubducdj 
** Rhyme, erft the minftrel of primaeval Night, 
* And Chaos, Anarch old : She ne^r their throne 
*' Oft taught the ratling elements to chime 
" With tenfold din ■, till late to earth upborn 
** On ftrident plume, what time fair Foefic 
*' Emei^d from Gothic cloud, and faintly (hot 
*' Rekindling gleams ofluftre. Her the fiend 
«* Oppreft i forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 
" Runic, or Leonihe ^ and with dire chdns 
** Fetter'd her fcarce-fledg*d pinion. I fuch bonds 
" Aim'd to deftroy, hopelefe that Art could eafe 
•* Their thraldom, and to liberal ufe convert. 
*' This wonder to atchievc Musjeus came; 
*■* Thou cam'ft, and at thy ma^c touch the ch^ns 
« Off dropt, and (pafling ftrangct) foft-wreathed bands 
** Of flow'rs their place fupply*d : which well the Mufc 
" Might wear for choice, not force ^ obftrudion none, 
*' But lov'lieft ornament. "Wond'rous this, yet here 

"The 
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*■ T{ic wonder refts not -, various argument 
** Remains for me, uncertain, where to cull 
•* The leading grace, where countlels graces charm. 
** Various this peaceful cave i this mineral nxif j 
" This 'femblage meet of coral, ore, andihell j 
«« Thcfe pointed cryftals thro' the Ihadowy clefts 
" Bright gliflf ring j all thefe flowly-dripping rilb, 
•* That tinkling wander o*er the pebbled floor : 
•• Yet not this various peaceful cave, with this 
** Its mineral roof; nor this aflemblage meet 
" Of coral, ore, andihell; nor mid the fliade 
" Thefe pointed cryftals, glift*ring feir i nor rilb, 
** That wander tinkling o'er the pebbled floor ; 
" Deal charms more various to each raptur'd fenfe, 

•* Than thy meUifluous lay " 

*' Ceafe, friendly fwain; 
(Mus^us cry'd, and tais'd his aching head) 
" All praise is porbigk, but of true desert^ 
** Flays round the head, but comes not to the 

•* HEART. 

"All! 
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** Ah t why recall the tvfs of tfaoughtlds youth f 
** When fiow*ryfi£tion held the pUce-i^ truth? 
** &er Ibuod to (taSs refigo'd the lilken rein, 
<* And the light lay rsui mufically vam. 
« O f in that lay had richeft hacy flow'd, 
<* The fyfcns warfolcd, and the graces glow*d ; 
^ Had firelieft nature, happieft art combined ; 
** That lent each charm, and thia each charm refin*^ 
** Alaa! how little were my proudeft boafti 
** The fwecteft triflerof my tribe at moft. 

•• tV) fway the judgment, while he fooths U» ear i 
** To-curb mad paffion in its wild career i 
<* Towake by fbbcr touch the ufeful lyre, 
•* And rule, mth reafbn's rigour, ^ncy*] fire : 
*' Be this the poe^s prule. And this pofleft, 
** Talce, Duloeb and thy dunces ! take the reft. 

** Come Chen that honeft ^une ; whc& temp'raCe ray 
** Or gilds the fatire, or the moral lay ; 
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** Which dawns, tho* tfioii, rough Dohne ! hc4/ out tb> 

*' line : ■ I 1 ' " ■• 

■* But beam^ £tgc HoiIace \ from' ctuch ftrain of tHiiik 
•• Oiflikc thei^ with confdous Freedom boW» 
** One Poet more his manly meafures roU'd 
** Like thefe fcd forth th* indignant Mufe to brave 
•* The venal ftatefman, and the titled fiavc j 
** To ftrip from froodela Vice her ftars and firings, 
" Nor fpare her balking in the fmile of Kings : 
•* If grave, yet lively ; rational, yet warm j 
** Clear to convince, and eloquent to charm : 
*' He pour*d, for Virtue*s caufe, ferene along 
•* The pureft precept, in the fweeteft fong : 
** If, few her caufe, his heav*n-direfted plan 
*' Mark'd each meander in the maze of man ; 
** Unmov*d by fophiftry, unaw*d by name, 
** No dupe to doftrines, and no fool to fame j 
** Led by no fyftem's devious glare aftray, 
'* That meteor-like, but gtitten to betray. 
'* Yes, if his foul to reafon's rule reCgn'd, 
•* And heav'n's own views fair-op'ning on his mind, 
" Caught 
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** Caught from bright nature's fiame the living ray, 
*' Thro' paflion's cloud pour'd in refiftlefs day ; 
*' And taught Mankind in reas'ning Pride's dcfpitc, 
*' That God is wise, and all that is is right: 
,** If this his boaft, pour here the welcome lays •, 
** Pnufe lefs than this is mockery of praife." 

" To pour that praife be mine," fair Virtue cry*d i 
And fliot, all radiant, thro' an opening cloud. 
But ah ! my Mufe, how will thy voice exprefi 
Th'immortal ftrain, harmonious, as it flow'd ? 
Ill fuits immortal drain a doric drcfs : 
And far too high already hdA thou foar'd. 
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o'er. 
The goddefs clafp'd him to her throbbing breaft. 
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
Had op'd her (hears, to cut his vital thread ; 
And who may dare gainfay her ftern beheft ? 
Now thrice he wav'd the hand, thrice bow'd the head. 
And figh'd his foul to reft. 

Now 
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Now wept the Nymphs ; wdtnefs, ye waving Ihadcs ! 
Witneis, ye winding ftrcams ! the Nymphs did weep : 
The heav*nly Goddeis too with tears did ftecp 
Her plaindve voice, that echo'd thro' the glades j 
And, " cruel gods,** and, *' cruel ftars,** flie cry'd: 
Hot did the lliepherds, thro* the woodlands wide. 
On that lad day, or to the penlive brook. 
Or filent river, drive their thirfty flocks : 
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the Ihrubby rocks : 
And Philomel her cidlom'd oak forfook : 
And rofcs wan were wav'd by zephyrs ^ak. 
As Nature's felf was lick: 

IMITATION- 

Titm vMft tit Njnipkt, &C.] 

Exdoftum Nymphz crudeli fbnere DapHnim 

Flebsnt: voi cotjM teftei & flnroina Nymphlt, 

Cam, con^plexa foi corpoi miferabile nati, 

Atqne deoi atque aftra rocat crndeUa Mater. 

Noit nlli paAoi iUii eg£re diebas 

Fr^ida, Daphni, bovei ad flamina i nalla neqae amacin 

Libavit (jnadiapei, nee graminit attigit herbam, 

Vua, Eel. 5, 

C An4. - 
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And ev'ry lilly droop'd its filver head. 
Sad fympathy ! yet Aire his rightful meed. 
Who charm'd all nature: well might Nature mount 
Thro' all her choiceft fwcets Musjeus dead. 

Here end we, Goddefi ! this your Ihepherd fang. 
All as his hands an ivy chapkt wove. 
O ! make it worthy c^ the facred Bard } 
And nuke it equal to the Ihepherd's love. 
Thou too accept the ftrain with meet regard : 
For fure, blefl Shade, thou hcar'ft my doleful fong } 
Whether with angel troops, die ftars among. 
From golden harp thou call'ft feraphic lays ; 
Or, for fiur Virtue's caufe, now doubly dear. 
Thou ftill art hov'ring o'er our tunelefs fphere j 
And qjov'fl: fome hidden fpring her weal to raiTc. 

IMITATION. 

Hkc fat em Divx Teftnun cednifle Poetam 

Dom fedet, et gracili fifce]lam texit hibifco 

Fierides to> hxc fuictii mudtnt Gallo : 

Gallo cnjus amor, i^e. Viio, Be. lo. 

Thus 
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Thiu the fond Ivan his doric oate t&fd, 
Manhood's prime honours riCing on his chedc : 
Trembling he ftrove to court the tuneful maid 
With ftripling arts, and dalliance all too weak, 
Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn Ihade. 
But now dun douds the welkin 'gan to ftreak ; 
And now down-dn^t die larks, and ceas'd their ftrain: 
Tliey ceas*d, and with them ceas'd the fliepherd finun. 



C a ODES. 
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O D E I. 

To M E M R r. 

I. 
•TI^Other OF wisdom! thou, whofe fway 
■^ "^ The throng*d ideal hofts obey i 
Who bid'ft their ranks, now vanilh, now appear* 
flame in the van, or darken in the rear^ 
Accept this votive verie. Thy reign 
Nor place can fix, nor power reftrain. 
All, all is thine. For thee the car, and eye 
Rove ihro* the realms of Grace, and Harmony : 
The Senfes thee fpontaneous fcrve. 
That wake, and thrill thro* ev'ry nerve. 
Elfe vainly foft, lov'd Philomel ! would flow 
The foothing fednefs of thy warbled woe : 

NOTE. 

* According to a fragment of Afranius, who makes Experience 
and Mcmoiy the parenti of Wifdoro. 

Usws me gtHKit, Maltr feptril Mbmokia, 
S O 4 IAN •vecimt wu Graii, vci Sapiihtiam. 
The parage u preferred by Aolu* Gelliai, lib. xiii. cap. S. 

C 4 . Elfi; 
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Clie vainly fweet yon woodbine Ihade 

With clouds of fragrance fill the glade -, 
V«nly, the cygnet Ipread her downy plume. 
The vine gufh neftar, and the virgin blooni. 

But fwift to thee, alive, and warm. 

Devolves each tributary charm ; 
See modeft Nature bring her Ample ftores, 
Liucuriant Art exhauft herpUftic powers; 

While every flower in Fancy's clime. 

Each gem of old heroic Time, 
CuU'd by the hand of the induftrious Mufe, 
Around thy fhrine their blended beams difiule. 

II. 

Hail. ME M'RY! hail. Behold, Ilead 

To that high Ihrine the facred Mud : 
Thy daughter fhe, the Emprels of the lyre. 
The firft, the f^reft, of Aonia's quire. 

She cqrcjpSj and lo, thy realms expand ! 

She takes her delegated fhnd 
Full in the midft, and o'er thy numerous train 
Difplays the awful wonders of her reign. 

There 
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There thron'd fupremc in native flate. 

If Sirius flame mth Anting heat. 
She calls ; ideal groves thctr fliade extend. 
The cool gale breathes, the filent lhow*rs defcend. 

Or, if bleak Winter, frowning round, 

IHfrobc the trees, and chill the ground. 
She, mild M^dan, waves her potent wand. 
And ready Sununers wake at her command. 

See, vifionary Suns arife. 

Thro* iilver clouds, and azure ikies } 
Sec, Qxjrtire Zephyrs fan the criiped ftreams ; 
Thro* Ihadowy brakes light glance the Iparkling beami i 

While, near the fecret mols-grown cave. 

That ftands belide the chryftal wave. 
Sweet Echo, rifing from her rocky bed, 
Minucs the featber'd Chorus o'er her head. 

in. 

Rife, hallow'd MILTON! rife, and fay. 

How, at thy gloomy dofe of day i 
How, when ** depreft by Age, befet with wrongs •," 
When " ftU*n on evil days and evil tongues •" 

When 
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When Darknefs^ brooding on thy fight, 
Exil'd the fov'rcign lamp of light j 

Say, what could then one cheartng hope diffufe ? 

What friends were tlune, fave Mem'ry and the Mufe ? 
Hence the rich (polls, thy ftudious youth 
Caught from the itorcs erf" antient Truth : 

Hence all thy claffic wandrings could explore. 

When Rapture led thee to the Latian fhore -, 
Each Scene, that Tiber's bank fupply*d i 
Each Grace, that play'd on Amo's fide ^ 

The tepid Gales, thro' Tufcan glades that fly ; 

The blue Serene, that fpre^ds Hefp^rta's fky ; 
Were ftill thine own : thy ample Mind 
Each charm received, retun'd, combin'd. 

And thence ** the nightly Vifitant,** that came 

To touch thy bofom with her facred flame, 
Recall'd the long-lofl: beams of grace, 
That whilom (hot from Nature's face, 

When G O E), in Eden, o'er her youthful breaft 

Spread with his own right hand Perfe£tion*s gorgeous 
veft. 

O P E 
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ODE II. 

* To a WATER NTMPH, 

^TE grecn-luut'd Nytnphsi whom Pan's decree^ 
Have giT^n to guard this fokmn f wood. 
To Qieed the Ihooting felons into trees. 
And call the role^c bloffom from the bud. 
Attend, But chief, thou Nuad, wont to lead 
This fluid chryftal ^arkling as it Sows, 

Whither, ah, whither art thou fled ? 

What fliade is coofcious to thy woes ? 

Ah, 'tifi yon* Poplars awful gloom : 

Poetic eyes can pierce the fccne ; 
Can fee thy drooping head, thy withering bloom i 
Sec grief difRu'd o'er all thy languid mien. 



NOTES. 

Y Thit Ode wu writtca in the year 1747, xixl pnblilhed in 
the firft Volune of Mr. HoiXiey't Mifcellsny. It is here revia'd 
thiangbont. uid concluded according to the Aathor'i original idea. 

\ A feat near * * finely fitnated, with a great command of 
water ) but difpofcd in a very falfe nfte. 
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....u may*ft thou wear nusfortune*3 fainting urj 
Wdl rend thofe flo**ry honours from thy brow i 

Devolve that length of carelefs hair i 

And gjrc thine azure vail to Bow 

XjOttfe to the wind : for, oh, thy pun 

The pit^ng Mufe can well relate : 
That pitying Mufe fliaU breathe her tend'reft ftrtin. 
To teach the echoes thy dilaftrous fate. 
Twas, where yon Beech's cpouding branches clos'd. 
What time the Dog-ftars flames intenfely bum. 

In gentle indolence compos'd, 

Reclin'd upon thy trickling urn, 

Slumb'ring thou lay*ft, all free from fears i 

No friendly dream foretold thine hanh j 
When fudden, fee, the tyrant Art appears, v ; ' 
To fnatch the liquid treafures from thine arm. 
Art, gothic Art, has feiz'd thy darling vafe : 
That vafi; which fdver-flipper*d Thetia gave. 

For fome fc^t ftory cold with grace. 

Among th'aflbdates of the wave i 



When, 
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When* in fcquefter'd coral vales. 
While worlds of waters roU'd above. 
The drding f^a-nymphs toid altenuue tales 
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love. 
Ah! lofi toojufUyinourn'd: for now the Fieiut 
Has on yon Ihell^ wrought terras pois'd it highi 
And thence he bids its &Yf(nu defceod* 
With torturing regularity. 
From ftep to ftep, with fullen feun4 
The forc'd cafcades indignant leap -, 
Now finking fill the bafon's meafur'd round » 
There in a dull ftagnation doom'd to fleep. 
Where now the vocal pebbles gui^ling fong ? 
The riU flow-dripping fiom its rocky fpring ? 
Wh^t free meander winds along. 
Or curls when Zephyr waves hi? wing ? 
Alas, thefe glories are no more : 
Fortune, O ^ve me to redeem 
TTw ravifh'd vafe -, O give me to rcftore 
Its anttcnt hofiours to this haplefs ftream^ 



Then, 

3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



Then, Nymph} :%ain, with all their votitei eaTe, 
Thy wanton waters, volatile and free. 

Shall wildly warble, as they pleafe, 
„ Their foft, loquacknis harmony. 

Where Thou and Nature bid them rove« 

There will I gently ud their way-. 
Whether to darken in the Ihadowy grove. 
Or, in the mead, refled the dandog ray. ' 
For thee too, Goddefs, o*er that halloVd limt, 
.Where firft thy fount of chryftal bubbles bright, 

Thefe hands fhall arch a ruftic grot. 

Impervious to the garifli light. 

Ill not demand of Oceui's pride 

To bring his coral fpoils from far : 
Nor ^nll I delve yon yawning mountwis fide, 
For latent mmerals rough, or polifli'd Ipar : 
But andque roots, with ivy dark o'ergrown, 
Steep*d in the bofbm of thy chilly lake. 

Thy touch (hall turn to living fione ; 

And thelc the fimple roof Ihall deck. 

Yet 
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Tet grant one melanchoUy boon *. 
Grant that, at evening's fobcr hour, 
X^ by the lufbc of the riling moon. 
My (tep may frequent tread thy pcbbkd floor. 
There, if perchance I wake the lore-loni themei 
In melting accents queruloufly flow. 
Kind Nuad, let thy pitying ftrcam 
With wailiog notes acc(»dant flow : 
So (halt thou fbodi this heaving heart. 
That mounis a &ithful Vlrgia loft ; 
So fhall thy murmurs, and my £ghs impart 
Some flure of penfive pleafiire to her ghoft. 



ODE 
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ODE III. 

to An • MOLVS's HARP 
Sent to Mifs Shepheard. 

T7ES, magic Lyre! now all complete 
Thy flcndcr frame reiponfive rings j 
While kindred notes, with undulation fweet. 
Accordant wake from all thy vocal ftrings. 
Go then to her, whofe fofr requeft 
Bad my bleft hands thy form prepare : 
Ah go, and fweetly footh her tender breaft 
With many a warble wild, and artleTs air. 

For know, full oft, while o*er the mead 
Bright June extends her fragrant reign, 
The (lumb'ring Fair Ihall place thee near her head. 
To court the gales that cool the fultry plain. 

NOTE. 

* This inftramenc wu firft iDvented by Eircher about the jrnr 
1649. See hia Mmfirpa Vm'vtrfidii fiv* art ttrnfim tj mffoti, 
lib. ix. After having been neglefted above a handled yeari, it wai 
again accideDtally difcovetcd by Mr, Ofwald, 

Then 

Doiizc^bv Google 



Then Ihall the Sylphs, and Sylphids bright. 

Mild Genii all, to whofc high care 
Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling flight 
Skim Ipordve round thee in the fields of air. 

Some, SuttVing thro' thy trembling ftrings. 

Shall catch the rich melodious Ipoal, 
And lightly bnilh thee with their purple wings 
To aid the Zej^yrs in thdr tunefld toil i 

While others check each ruder gale. 

Expel rough Boreas from the Iky, 
"Nor Icta breeze its heaving breath exhale. 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die. 

Then, as thy fwelling accents rife, 

Fair Fancy, waking at the found. 
Shall paint bright vifions on her r^tui'd eyes. 
And waft her fpirits to enchanted ground i 

To myrtle groves, Elyfian greens. 

In which feme iar'nte Youth Ihall rore. 
And meet, and lead her thro* the glittering fcenes. 
And all be Mufic, £xtacy, and Love. 

D ODp 
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ODE IV. 

Tc INDEPENDBNCr. 

' L 
TT BITE* cm my luthre Ihore redin*d, 
* WWk Slcnce roles this midnight hour* 
I voo thee. Goddess. On my mufing mind 
Ddcend, prophious Power! 
And bid thde ruffling g^ of grief fubfide : 
Bid my calm'd foul with ill ithy inSuence fliinei 
As yon chafte Orb along this ample tide 
Draws the long luftte of her fUvet line* 
While the hulh'd breeze its laft weak whifper blowzy 
And lulls old Huhbis. to his deep rcpofe* 

n. 

Coftte to diy Vo^ry's ardent prayei*} 
In all thy graceful phunnels dreft : 
t^o knot conSnes thy wa^ng hairt 
No zone thy floaung veft ; 

Unfuliicd 
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UnfuUied Honteir decks t^ (^n t»ow^ 
And Candoar bfightens m thf modeft eye i 
Tbjr blufli b warm Content's ethereal glow i 
Tlijr finik is Pcacej ch^ ftep is Libertjr : 
Thou fcatter*ft bleflingi roitnd with la^fh hand* 
As Spring irith carelcfs ihgrance fills the land* 

lit. 

As now o*er this kue beadi I ftny, 

* Thy fav'ntc Swiin oft ftok along, 

And artlels Wore his Dorian bty^ 

Far from the bufy throng. 
Irtibu heard'ft him, Godddk, ftrtke the tender ftring* 
And bad'ft hb foul with bolder pafGons move: 
Soon thcfe refponfive Ihores forgot to ring, 
With Beauty's ptaijici or plaint of fH^ted Love j 
To loftier ffighcs his daring GemuS role. 
And led the war, 'gainft thine, and Freedom*! foes. 



NOTE. 
* AndirfrMimU, bom kt Kiagftoti ipoa HnU in die )taf 
iCso. 



IV.Poinlfd 
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IV. 
Fdnted mth Satire's keendt fteel. 
The fiuib of Wic he darts around % 
Ev*!! • mitroi Didnds learns to fcclfr 
And Ihrinks beneath die wound. 
In awful poverty his honeft Mufe 
Walks forth vindiaive thro' a venal land : 
In vun Corruption Iheds her gdden dews, 
In vain Oppreffion Ufts her iron hand-. 
He Icoms them both, and, arm*d with truth alooe> 
Kds Luft and Folly tremble on the throne. 

V. 

Behold, like lum, immortal Mud, 
The Mufes veftal fires I bring : 
Here, at thy feet, the ^arks I Ipreadj 
Propitious wave thy mng. 



* See Tht Rtbtarfid tru^tfii, and u Jccomt of ibe 
#0ea of tluu fatire, in dt* Biognphis Britumica, mrt. ISta^itU. 
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And fiui them to that dazzling blaze of Spng^ 
Which glares tremendous on the Sons of Priik. 
Butj hark, methinks I hear her hallaw*d tongue ! 
In diftant trills it echoes o'er the tide } 
Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly ficei 
As fwells the Lark's meri(£an ecftaqr. 

vr. 

** Fond Youth I to Maktbll's patriot £une]^ 
•* Thy humUe breaft muft tK'er a^re. 
** Yet nourilh ftill the lambent fiame ; 
« StiU ftrike thy blamelds Lyre : 
** Led by the moral Mufe, fecurely rove t 
** Aivi aU thf vernal fweets thy vacant Youth 
•* Can cull from buly Fancy's 6«ry grove, 
** O hang their folia^ round the lane <^ Truth ; 
** To acts like Uwfe devote thy tuneful ttul, 
f* And mce^ it« ^ reward hi D*Arcy*s finile,' 



Pj yn.«'Ts» 
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VII. 

** *Tb hcj my Soiii alone flull chcar 

" Thy fickning foul ; at chat &d hour, 

** Whcfi o'er a much-lov*d Parent's bier, 

*' Thy ducequs Somms fbower i 
** At that lad hour» wlten all thy hopes decline > 
** When pinii^ Care leads on her pallid tratn. 
** And fees thee, like the weak» and widoVd Vio^ 
*■ Winding thy bl^fted tendrils o'er the plaiib 
*' At that iad hour flull D'Akct lend His aid, 
<* And raife with Fiiendlhip's arm thy drooping head. 
VIII. 

** This fr^^rant wreath, the Mu&s meed, 

**- That bloom'dtbofe Yocal fliadet amongf 

" Where never Flat^rydar*d to tread, 

** OrInterd(*s fervile throng} 
" Receivct thou fiiv<our*d Son, at my command, 
** And keep, with &cred care, for D'Arcy's brow: 
** Tell him, 'twas wove by my immortal hand, 
*' I breath'd on every flower a purer glow i 
** Say, for thy take, I fend the g^ divine 
** TtHum, who calls thee his, yet makes thee mini." I 

ODE 
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O D E V. 

Ji a FRTENJ}, 

I. 

* HI ce«fe this kind perfoaSre (taun. 
^ ^ ■Which,wl«iiit flows from Friendflup's tongue, 
Howererweak, howcrer vain, 
0*erppwcrs b^ond the Siren's foag t 
Leave me, my fiiend, indulgent goj 
And let me mufe upon my woe. 

Why lure me from thefc pale retreats ? 

Why rob me of thde penfive fweeu ? 

Can Mulick') v<Hcc, can Beauty's eje. 

Can Painting's g^oiqng hand fupply 

A charm fo fuit^ to my mind^ 

As blows this hoUowgi^of wind^ 

As drops this little weeping rill 

^oft tinkling down the mols-groyiTi hill,\ 

D4 While 
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While thro" the weft, where finks the erimfon Day, 
Meek Twilight (Ipwljr ikils, and waves her banners grey? 

It. 

Say, from affli^ion's various Ibuic* 

Do none but turbid waters flow? 

And cannot Fancy clear their courle ? 

For Fancy is the friend of Woe. 

Say, mid that grove, in k>ve-k>m ftate. 

While yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate. 

Is all, that meets the Ihephenl's ear, 

Infpir'd by anguiih, anddeTptir; 

Ah! noi fair Fancy rules the Song: 

Shefwells her throats flie guides her tongue , 

She bids the waving Alpin Ipray 

Quiver in cadence to her lay; 

She bids the fringed Ofieis bow. 

And mftle round the lake below. 
To fuit the tenor of her gin-gUng fighs. 
And (both her throbbing b^ with Iblemn fvmpathiefc 

m. To 

L ,l,z<..t,C00gIf 



£4il 

lU. 
To thee, whde young and polkhM brow 
The wrinkling hand of Sorrow fpares -, 
yfhok cheeks, beftrewM with rofei». know 
No channel for the tide of tears ; 
To dice yon Abbey dank, and lone. 
Where ivy chains each mouldering ftoae 
That nods o'er many a Martyr's tomb, 
M^ caft a £)rmidable gloom. 
Yet Some there are, who, free from fw. 
Could wander thro* the cloy{ters drear. 
Could rove each ddblated Ille, 
Tho' midnight thunders (hook the pik } 
And daundds view, or feem to view, 
(As ^ntly flalh the lightnings blue) 
Thin lhiv*ting Ghofts from yawning chamels throng, 
j&nd glance with fdent fweep the Ihaggy vaults along. 



IV. But 
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TV. 

But fach cerriHo charms u thde, 
I aflc not yet: My fobcr mind 
TKfe ftinter forms of ladnefs pleafcj 
Mjr forrows arc of fofter kind. 
Thro* thh ftill valley let me ftray. 
Rapt in (bme ftrain of penfive Gray ; 
Whofe lofty Genius bears ?long 
The confcious dignity of Song j 
And, fcoming from the facrcd ftore 
To waftc a note on Pride or Power, 
Koves thro* the glimmering, twilight gloom. 
And warbles round each ruftic tomb : 
He, too, perchance (for well I know. 
His heart can melt wth friendly woe) 
He, too, perchance, when thefc poor limbs arc laid, 
WiU hoavconc tuneful figh, and foothmyhov'ringShade. 



ODE 

3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



[4S} 

ODE VI. 

• Oft the Fate af tTRANNT. 

I. I. 
y^Pp»B«io« diu: the Tyrant falls: 
^"^ The golden City bows her walls ! 

Jehovah bredcs th' Avenger's rod. 
Tbe Son of Wrath, whole ruthlefs hand 
HurVd Deiblation o'er the land, 
Hm run lus raging race, has clos'd the fcene of blood. 
Chie& ann'd around behold their vanqtulh'd Lord ; 
Nor %md the guardian fiueld, nor lift the loyal fword. 

NOTE. 

* Thk Od« is afrw pinpltitfa of Part of tbe i4di chapttr of 
lUak, lAere tbc Prophet, tSw he fcu feretold the dBftnOion of 
Bibjloo, fabjiMH 1 Song of Trmmidi, which, he fgppoltf , the 
Jem will fing when hit prediffion ii fulfilled. " Jnd It finU 
" MM U fmfi i» tht d^ tha tit Ltnl Jtmii pvt thtt r^ /hm 
« thjfimWf Mdfifmtlyftar.mUfitmlhtbm^in^vilMrtim 
** lb*»wfi mmb Hfirvt.tiittthai^IltdaMftUtf^vtrimpd^ 
*' tit XhgtfBstflu>,md Jiff, "Hmiimtithitffrfffotaq^ttcr 

tft Stto^, T«f. 4f 5, 6. 

L a* He 
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L 2. 
He falls } and Earth ^^n is ^ee» 
Hark '. at the call of Liberty, 

AB Nature lifts the choral fong.. 
The Fir-trees, on the mountain's head. 
Rejoice thro* all their potnp of fhade } 
The lordly Cedars nod on lacred Lebanon :■ 

Tyrant ! they cry, fince thy fell force is broke. 
Our proud heads pierce the ikies, nor fear the wood^ 
man's ftroke. 

1.3- 

Hell, from her gulph profound, 
Roufes at thine approach i and, all around* 
Her dreadfiil notes of preparadon found. 

See, at the awful call. 

Her fhadowy Heroes all, 
Ev'n mighty Kings, the heirs of empire widt, 

Rifing, -mth folemn ilate, and flow, 

From dieir fable thrones below. 

Meet, and infult thy pride. 

REFERENCES, 
tft Antiftrophe, tit ivM Eanb it at rtfi, HcC. ver. 7, 9. 
lA Efode, ibJ/yJim JM<«ri fi Mw^ySr riw, &c. Tcr. 9, 10, t f < 
What, 
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'What, daft thou jmn our ghoftly train, 
A flitting fliadow light, and vain ? 
Where is thy pomp, thy &ftive throng, 
Thy revel dance, and wanton fong ? 
Proud King I Corruption fallena on thy breaft } 
And calk her crawling E»ood, and tuibchcxniharethefeaft. 
U. I. 
O Lucifer !. thou 'radiant ftar} 
Son of 'the Morn •, whofe Tofy car 

Flam'd foremoft in the van of day : 
How art thou &U*n, thou King <^ Light! 
How &U*n fiom thy meridian height t 
"Who liud*ft the difbuit poles fliall hear me, and cbcj. 
H^h, o'er the ftars, my lapphire throne Ihall glow, 
And,asjEiioTAH*sfelf, my voice riie heav'as Audi bow. 

n. 2. 

He Ipake, he died. DiftainM with gore, 
Befide yen yawning cavern hoar, 

REFERENCES, 
xd StrO)^, Biw mt thvt /alia fitm Btavta, tie. vtr. ii, 
ij, 14. 

ai Andfirophe, Th tin fi>ait U irtMfif Jfvm u BtH, ftc. 
nr. 15, 16. 

See, 
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^ mhiut his livid corfe h laid. 
The aged Filgrim paOiiig by, 
SuTT^ Urn long widi dutnous eye; 
And mufes oii his ikte» and Aakes hisjeverend htiaJ* 

Juft hear'ns ! u dtus thy pride imperial gone ? 
Is ^s poor heap of <Ioft the King of Babylon ? 
n. 3. 

It this the Man, whofe hod 
Made the Earth tremble : whofe terrific rod 
Lcveil*d her lof^ft cities ? Where He trod» 

Famine puriii*d, and ftown'd } 

Till Niture groaning round. 
Saw her rich rcdms tt-atisfbrm'd to delarts dry ; 

"While at his crouded prifon's gate, 

Graiping the ke^s of Fate, 
Stood ftern Capdvity. 

Vain Man I behold thy rightCous doomi 

Behold each neighb'ring monarch's tomb i 

The trophicd arch, the breathing buft. 

The laurel (hades their facred duft : 

REFERENCES. 
id Epode, fr «£u tit mam that tnit tbt Earth tmAlt, i^c 
m. 16, 17, 18, 19. 

Wlula 
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Wliile tlioU, vile Out*ca^ .oil this hoftile plain^ 
Kfoulder'ft, a vulgar code, among the mlgar Ilun. 
UI. I. 
Ko tn^tued arch, no breathing buft. 
Shall dignity thy trunplol duft : 

No laurd flourilh o*cr thy grave. 
For why, proud King, thy ruthlefi hand 
Hurl'd Delegation o*cr the land. 
And cnifitMthefubjeA race, whom kin^ aFeborfttofavct 

Eternal In£uny flull blaft thy name, 
AM all thy tons flull fliaTe their inlpious Father's fiuunb 
UL 2. 
Rife, putpleSlau^ter! furious rife; 
Unfi^ the terror c^ thine eyes i 

Dart thy vindiAive Ihafu around : 
Let no ftrange Und a (hade a^rd. 
No conquer'd Nations call them Lord^ 
Nor kt thdr does rife to curfe the goodly ground. 

REFERENCES. 
)d Stfoplie, tin JimU mt h j»ntd U thttt m Bmiml, lit. 

m. zo. 

|d Antiftrapiie, t'lf"'' SUtghltr fir bit QnUre*, rer. ti.z* — 
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For thus Jehovah IWears i no Name, no Son* 
No remnant, Ihall remain of haughty Babylon. 

ni. 3. 

Thus luth the righteous X/>rd : 
My Vengeance fliall unfheath die flaming fword ; 
0*er all thy realms my Fury (hall be pour'd. 

Where yon proud dty ftood, 

m fpread the ftagnant flood i 
And diere the Bittern in the fedge fhall lurk. 

Moaning with Allien ftrain : 

While, fvreeping o'er the pl^ 
Deftru&iott ends her work. 

Yes, on mine holy mountun's brow, 

I'll crufli this proud AQyrian foe. 

Th* irrevocable word is fpoke. 

From Judah's neck the galling yoke. 
Spontaneous falls, flie Ihines with wonted ftace -, 
Thus by myself I fwear, and what I fwear is Fate* 

REFERENCES. 
3d Epodc, /aiti tbt htri, 1 •mil mife mait it a fjft$n fir 
At Bitttm, tec. Tcr. —22, 23, 24, 2;, 2$, 17. 

ELEGIES. 
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ELEGY I. 

4tTo a rOUNG NOBLEMAN 
Leaving the VtdverJUy, 

TT^*E R yet, iogenuotu Touth, thy fteps retiie 
^*^ FromCam'sfinootbnurgin^and the peacefiil vale. 
Where Science call'd thee to her ftudious quire. 

And met thee mufing in her cloyAiers pale \ 
O I let thjr friend (and may he boaft the name) 

Breath from his artlefs reed one parting layt 
A lay like this thy early Virtues claim. 

And this let voluntary Friendfhip pay. 
Yet know, the time arrives, the dangerous time. 

When all thofc Virtues, opening now fo far, 
Tranfplanted to the world's tempeftuous clime. 

Mull Icam each Paffion's boiffrous breath to bear. 

E a There, 
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There, if Ambition pcftilcnt and pale. 

Or Luxury ftiould mat their vernal glowj 
If cold Self-intereft, mth her chilling gale. 

Should blaft th'unfolding bloffoms e'er they blow { 
If mimic hues, by Art, or Fafhion fprcad, 

Their genuine, fimple colouring Jhould fupply, 
O! with them may thcfe laureate honors fade ; 

And with them (if it can) my Friendlhip die. 
TTieh do not blame, if, tho* thyfelf infpire. 

Cautious I ftrike the panegyric firing ; 
The Mufc full oft purfues a meteor fire. 

And, vMnly ventrous, foars on waxen wing. 
Too aftively awake at Friendllup's voice. 

The Poet's bofom pours the fervent ftrain. 
Till fad Reflexion blames the hafly choice. 

And oft invokes Oblivion's aid in vain. 



CaU 
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Call we the Shade of Pope, from that bleft bower 

Where thron'd he fits with many a tuneful Sage j 
Aik, if he ne'er bemoans that haplcfs hour 

WhMi St. John's name • illumin'd Glory's page ? 
Aik, if the wretch, who dar'd his mem'ry (lain, 

Aik, if his country's, his religion's foe 
Deferv*d the meed that Marlbko* M'd to gain. 

The deathlels meed, he only could beftow ? 
The Bard will tell thee, the mifguided praife 

Clouds the coeleftial funlhine of his breafti 
£v*n now, repentant of his erring Lays, 

He heaves a figh amid the realms of rell. 
If Pope thro* friendihip fal'd, indignant view. 

Yet pity Dryden j hark, whene'er he fings. 
How Adulation drops her courtly dew 

On titled Rhymers, and inglorious Kings. 



' Altndiog CO this couplet of Mr. Popi't, 
To Cato Vikqil paid one honefl lin 
O let aty Country's fiicDdi illnunt mi 



E3 See, 
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See, final the depths of his exhsuftlefi lame. 

His glittering fiores the tuncfal Spendthrift throwsf 
Where Fear, or lotereft bids, behokt they {tune t 

Now grace z Crouwell's, now a Charles'* Ikows^ 
Born with too generous, or too mean a heart, 

Dryden ! in vain to thee tho& ftores were lent ; 
Th]r Aveeftft numbers but a trifling Art ; 

Thy ftrongeft diddon .idly eloquent. 
The fimpleft Lyre, if Truth direfts ks Lays, 

Warbles a melody, ne^cr heard from thine: 
Not to difguft with falfe, or venal praife. 

Was Pautell's modeft func, and may be miiKw 
Go then, my Ffiend, nor let thy candid breaft 

Condemn me, if I check the plaufive firing f 
Go tt> the wayward world j compleat the reft j 

Be, what the pureft Mufe woidd wifh to ling. 
Be ftiU thyiclf ; that open path of Truth, 

Which led thee here, let Manhood firm pnrfue i 
.Rctwn the fweet fimplicity of Youth, 

Andt all thy virtue didtates, dare to da 

stiu 
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SiiD {«>»), vnxh coniaous pride, the mafk of Arts 

On vices front let fearful caution lour^ 
And teach the diffident, difcreeter part 

Of knaves that plot, and ibols that ^wn fiir Power. 
So, round thy brow when Ag^s honours fpread. 

When Death's cold hand unftrings thy Maion's lyr^ 
When the green tuif Ucs lightly on his head. 

Thy worth Ihall {omt fuperior bard inQ)ire : 
He^ to die ampleft boimds of Time's domun. 

On Rqiture's phune Ihall give thy Name to flyi 
For tnift, with reverence tra& tlus * Sabine ftnun : . 

** The Mule forbids the virtuous Mui to die.*! 
Wrina b 17;3, 



• ^IKgBTO In^ Vtnta. 

Mh& TcUt nori, H«KACt« 
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E L E G Y IL 

n^ritten in the GARDEN 
of a J^RIEND. 

TTTHILE o*er my head this laurel-woven bower 

Its arch of gUtttring verdure wildly flings. 
Can Fancy flumbcr? can the tuneful Power, 

That rules my lyre, negled: her wonted ftrings i 
No) if the blightii^ Eaft dcform'd the pladn, , 

If this gay bank no balmy fweets exhal'd. 
Still Ihould the grove re-echo te my ftraln. 

And friendlhip prompt the theme, where beauty £ul'd. 
" ^or he, whofe careleTs art this foliage dreft. 

Who bad thefe twifting braids of woodbine bend. 
He firft, with truth and virtue, ^ught my breaft 

Where beft to chufe, and beft to fix a friend. 



How 
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How well does Mcm'ry note the golden day. 

What Q[ne» reclin'd in Marg'rets fbudious glade. 
My mimic rccd firft tun'd the * Dorian Lay, 

" Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn fhade?" 
Twas there we met ; the Mufes hail'd the hour; 

The &me deiires, the fame ingenuous arts 
Infpir'd lu both i wc own'd, and bleft the power 

That join'd at once ourfhidies, and our hearts. 
0! fince thofe days, when Sdence fpread the feaft. 

When emulative Youth its rcUfh lent. 
Say, has one genuine Joy e'er warm'd my breaft ? 

Enough; if Joy was his, be mine Content. 
To thirft fi>r praife his temperate Youth forbore s 

He fondly wifli'd not for a Poet's name; 
Much did he love the Mufe, but Quiet more, ■ 

And, tho' he might command, he flighted Fame. 

NOTE. 

• MuiJEu), the firft Poem in thU CoHeftion, written wlule the 
Asthor w» & Schollar of St. John's College in Otmbridge. See 



Hither, 
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Hither, in manhood*) prime, he wifely fled 

From all that F0II7, all that Pride wpprartti 
To this fofc fcene a Knder Parater led} 

This laurd (hade was iritncfi t» their lores. 
** Begone," he crT^d, ** AmUtion's ur-dcawn pfa|fl 1 

" HcDce with perplexing poo^f tunrieldjr wealdt : 
r Let me not feem, bat be the happy maD» 

« FofleftofLove, of Competence, andHeahh.* 
Smilii^ he fpake, nor did die Fates irithftand 1 

In rural arts the peaceful moments flew: 
Sxf, lovely Lawn ! that lelt his fonmng hand. 

How Ibm diy fiir^tce flnne with verdure new. 
How fbon obedient Floka broaght her ftore. 

And o'er thy bteaft a Ihower cf fragrance flung : 
ViRTOHHVS came; his earliefl blooms be bore. 

And thy rich iides with waving purple hung : 
Then to the fight, he caU'd yon ftattly fpirc, 

Ht j^nfd th'oppofing oak*s luxuriant fliadei 
Bad ywider crouding hawthorns low retire, 

Hm veil the gbries of the golden mead. 

Hail, 
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Hail, fylvsui wonden, luul ; and hul the hand, 

WhoTe aatJTe tafte thy oatiTe channs di^>Uy*d» 
And taught one little acre to command 

Each enTicd happinela of icene, and fludev 
Is there a hill, whofe diftaat asore bound* 

The ample range of Scarf(lak*s proud doaidii, 
A mountun hoar, that yoa vild Peak Aimmodt, 

But leodt 8 willing beauty to thy plun i 
And, lo ! in yonder path I ^ my fiiend j 

He looks Ae guardian genius of the gnm. 
Mild as * the fabled F(xm that whilom deign'd. 

At Miltoh's call, in Harefield's haunb to rore, 
Bteft Spirit, come! tfao' pent in mortal mould, 

m yet Invoke thee by that purer name ; 
O come, a Portion of thy blifs uniidd. 

From Folly's maze my wayward ftep tedaioL 



N OTE. 

* See the Deloiptioii of the Geoiui of the Wood, in Miltoh's 
Arcadet. 

For kaow, by lot, from Jove, I am the Power 
Of this fair wood, and live in oaken bower: 
To narfe the Saplings tall, and curl the grove 
W^ riagtcu qnaint, Sk, 



Too 
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. Too long, alas, my ineiipenetic'd youth. 

Milled by flattering Fortune's Ipecious tale. 
Has left the rural reign of Peace, and Truth, 

The huddling brook, cool cave, and whifpering vale. 
Won to the world, a candidate for praiie. 

Yet, let me bolfl, by no ignoble art* 
Too oft the public ear has hcilrd my Uys» 

Too much its vain applaufe has touch'd my heart ; 
But now, e'er Cufl:om binds his powerful chiuns. 

Come, from the bale enchanter fet me free, 
"While yet my foul its firft, beft tafte rctdns. 

Recall that foul to rcafon, peace, and thee. 
Teach me, like thee, to mufe on Nature's page, 
' To mark each wonder in Crearion's plan. 
Each mode of being trace, and, humbly lage. 

Deduce from thefc the genuine powers of Man % 
Of Man, while warm'd with reafon's purer ray. 

No tool of policy, no dupe to pride ; 
Before vain Science led his taft:c aftray -, 

When confcicnce was his law, and God his guides. 

This 
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This let me learn, and learning let me live 

The lel^n o'er. From that great Guide of Truth 

O may my fuppliant foul the boon receive 
To tread thro' age the footlleps of thy youth. 
Written in 1758. 
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* E L E G Y IIL 

To the Rev. Mr. UURD. 

T^RIEND of my youth, wlw, when the willing Mufc 

Strcam'd o'er my brcaft her wum poeuc rays, 
Saw'ft the frdh feeds their vital powers diflfijle. 

And fed'ft them inth the foft'ring dew <^ prufe t 
Whatt'er the produce of th'unduifiy foil. 

The leaves, the flowers, the fruits, K> thee belong ; 
The h^urer earns the wages of hb toil ; 

Who fonn*d the Poet, well may chum the fong. 
Yes, 'tis my pride to own, thu taught by thee 

My confctous foul fupcrior flights el&y*d -, 
Learnt from thy lore the Poet*s dignity. 

And ^um'd the hirelings of the rhyming trade. 



* Thli Elegy was pre&xt to die totma editioiu of CAKACTACoa, 
il dedicitory of llut poem. 



Say, 



^ 
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S^, icenes of Science, iay* thou haunted ftream I 

[Fbr tA my Mufe-led fteps did'ft thou behold] 
How on thy banks I nfled ereiy dieme. 

That Fancy f^led in her age of gold. 
-How <£^ I cry'd, " O come, thou tragic Queen ! 

** li^tfch from thy Greece with Hrm majefUc treadl 
•< Such as when Athens iaw thee fill her fcene, 

« When Sophoclci thy choral Grace* led: 
** Saw thy proud pall it's purple length derolvet 

** Saw thee xtpMt the glitt*nng dagger high^ 
** Ponder with fixed brow thy deep refolre, 

** Prepared to Ibike, to triumph, and to die. 
** firing then to Britain's plain that chwal throng j 

•• Difplay thy bufldn'd pomp, thy golden lyrcj 
** Give her hiftoric Fwms the foul of fong, 

•* And mingle Attic art with Shakespeai's fire." 
** Ah, what, fond boy, doft thou prefume to claim ?" 

The Mufe reply'd: *^ Miftaken fuppliant, know, 
" To light in Shakespear's breaft the dazzling flame 

** Ezhaufted all Parnassus could bcftow. 



•* T-ruci 
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'• True ( Art remains ; and, if from his bright page 

*' Thy mimic power one vivid beam can feize, 

** Proceed ; and in that beft of tafks engage, 

" Which tends at once to profit, and to plcafc.". 

She {pake ; and Harewood's Towers fpontaneous rofc i 

Soft virgin warfalings-echo'd thro* the grove j . 

And fair Elfrida pour'd forth all her woes. 

The haplefs pattern of connubial Love. 

More awful fcenes old Mona next difplay'd ; 

Her caverns gloomM, her forefts wav'd on high. 

While flam'd within their confecrated (hade 

Tt.; Genius ftcrn of Britilh liberty. 

And fee, myHuRnl to thee thofc fcenes confign'd ^ 

O I take and fiamp them with thy hoiiour*d name. 

Around the page be friendlhip's chaplct twin'd ; 

And, if they find the road to honeft Fame, 

Perchance the candour of fome nobler age 

May praife the Bard, who bad gay Folly bear 

• Her cheap applaufes to the bufy ftage. 

And leave him penfive Virtue's filent tear : 

NOTE. 
* Nil eqaidem feci (cu fci* hoc ipfe) Theitrist 
Mufa nee ia plaufui ambitiofa mea eft. 

Ovid. Tiift. Lib. V. £1. vii, 23. 

Chofe 
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Chofe too to confecrate his &v*rite ftrain 

To Him, who grac'd by ev*ry liberal art. 
That beft might fhine among the karned train, 

Yet more cxcell'd in morals aiuj in heart : 
Whofe equal mind could fee vain fortune lliowcr 

Her fiimzy favours on the fawning crew. 
While, in low Thurcafton's fequcfter'd bower. 

She iizt him diftant from Promotion's view : 
Tet, flielter*d there by calm Contentment's wing, 

Plcas'd he could ihule, and, with fage Hooker's eye, 
• ** See from his mother earth God's bleffings fpring, 

" And eat his bread in peace and piivjicy.." 



NOTE* 

* Verbatim from a letter of Hookix's to Arcbtnihop Writ- 
(iiFT. " But, wf Lord, I fhill bctct be able to finilh what 
" I ]UT« begon, [vix. bit immortal Tfeatile on Eccleiiaftical 
" Polity] DDlef* f be remored into fome quiet country parfonage, 
•• vAert I maj Jit Gtd 't hhjingt J^»g 'ul of my motbtr tartb, mi 
" tmt wir MO* h*aJ in ftati awd friva^" See kii Life in tlta 
Biog^aphia Britaunica. 
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E L E G Y IV, 

* On the DEATH of a LADr. 



rr^HE midnight clock, has toll'd} and hark, the bcU 
Df Death beats (low ! heard ye the note profound ? 
It paufes now ; and now, with rifing knell. 

Flings to the hollow gale its fullcn found. 
Yes • • • is dead. Attend the ftrain. 

Daughters of Albion! Ye-that, lig^aaair. 
So oft have tripe in her fantaftic trun. 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 
For the was fair beyond your brighteft bk>om : 

(This Envy owns, fince now her bloom is fled) 
Fair as the Forms that, wove in Fancy's loom, 

Ftoat in light vifion round the Foet*s head. 



*^^ /^ffMtry- 



Whcnc'ef 

....... Cookie 



■Whene'er with foft fercnity flie fmii'd,- 

Or ought the orient blofli of quick furprize. 
How fweetljr mutable, how btightjy wild. 

The liquid luftre darted fiom her eyes ? 
Each look, each motion wak'd a new-born giace. 

That o*er her form its tranfient glory caft: 
Some lovelier wonder loon ufurp'd the place, 

Chas'd by a charm ffiU lonlier than the laft. 
That bell again! It tells ui what (he is: 

On what (he w^no more the ftrain prolong: 
Luxuriant Fancy ,pau(e: an hour like this 

Demands the tribute of a ferious Song. 
Makia claims it from that (able bier. 

Where cold and *an the flumberer refts her head J 
In (HI fmall whifpers to reBeftion's ear. 

She breathes the foleiiin didates of the Dead. 
catch the awful notes, and lift them loudj 

Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool revv'di 
Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, ye Great, yeProudl 

Tis Nature fpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 



Te, 
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Yes, ye Ihall hear, and tremble as yc hear. 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap: 
p/n in the midft of plcafure's mad career^. 

The mental Monitor Qiall wake and weep. 
For fay, than • ■ • *s propitious ftar. 

What brighter planet on your births arofe; 
Or gave of Fortune's gifts an ampler (hare. 

In life to lavilh, or by death to lofe ! 
Early to lofci while, born on bufy wing. 

Ye fip the netftar of each varying bloom: 
Nor fear, while balking in the beams of fpring. 

The wintry ftorm that fweeps you to the tomb. 
Think of her Fate! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though foon, by fteps fo flow; 
Long at her couch Death took his patient fbmd. 

And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow: 
To give Rcfleflion time, with lenient art. 

Each fond delufion from-^r foul to fteaU 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to p^, 

And wean her from a world Ihc lov'd fo well. 

Say, 
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S*y, are ye furc his Mercy (hall extend 

To you 16 long a fpan? Alas, ye figh: 
Make then, while yet ye may, your God 3rour friend,' 

And learn with equal eaTe Co fleep or did 
Nor think the Mufc, whofe fober voice ye hear, 

Contrads with bigot frown her fuUen brow» 
Calls round Religion's orb the niifts of fear, 

Orlhadcs with horrors, what with fmiles Ihould glow. 
Noi flie would warm you with fcraphic fire. 

Heirs as ye arc of heav'n's eternal day ; 
Would bid you boldly to that hcav'n afpirc. 

Not fink and flumber in your cells <^ clay. 
Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field. 

In yon aethereal founts of blifs to lave-, 
Force then, fccure in Faith's protcfting Diield, 

The Sting from Death, the Vift'ry from the Grave. 
Is this the bigot's rant? Away ye Vain, 

Your hopes, your fears in doubt, in dulnefe ftcep: 
Go footh your fouls in ficknefi, grief, or pan. 

With the fad folacc of eternal Deep. 
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Yet will I praifc you, triflers as yt are. 

More than thofe Preachers o£ your fav*rite crewf. 
Who proudly fwell the brazen throat of War, 

Who form the Phalanx, bid the battle bkedj 
Nor wilh for more: who conquer, but to di^ 

Hear, Folly* hear; and triumph in the tale: 
Like you, they reaTon ; n^t, like you, enjoy 

The breeze of blifs, that fills your filkcn-iiul: 
On Pleafure's glitt*ring ftrearo ye gayly ft«r 

Your little courfe to cold oblivion's Ihore : 
They dare the ftorm, and, through th'inclement year. 

Stem the rough furgc, and brave the eMteot's roar. 

N O TB. 

In I book of FrtMth reri'et, entitled Oemvm A Pti&fifit A famt 
Sena, ind lately repiintcd U StrS* by aathority, ncder the tido 
ofpoefiti Di-vtr/ii, mkjr be AiDtid an epiOle to Mvflwl Kkith, 
written profeOedly againft the iminonaliiy of the Soul. By w»j 
of fpccimen of the whole, take the following lioei. 

De I'avenir, cher Eiith, jageoni par le paflej 

Comne avaot que je fufle il n'aroit point pen£f, 

De meme, apres ma mort, qoand tontci mes pardet 

Par le corruption feront apeancies. 

Par un meme deftin il ne pcnfera plai; 

Nod. rien n'eft plus certaJn, foyooi-cn convmes Ac 

It j) to tkii cMftle, 4uc the refi of the Eleev aUsdei. 

b 
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Is it for Glory? that jujft Fate denies. 

Long muft the Warrior mouMer in his Ihroud, 
E'er from her tramp the heair'n-breath'd accents rife, 

That lift the Hero from the fighting c-roud. 
Is it his gralp of Empire to ezund i 

To curb the fury of infuldng fbes> 
Ambition, cealc: the idle conteft end: 

nris but a Ki^dom thou canft win or lofe. 
And why muft murdered myriads lofe their aS^ 

(If Life be all) ^y defolation bur> * 

With &milh*d frown, on this affrighted ball^ ■ 

That thou may*ft fUme the metecn- of an hour i 
Go wifer ye, that ftutter Life away. 

Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high-. 
Weave the l^;hc dance, with feftive freedom gay. 

And liw your moment, fince the next ye die. 
Yet know, vain Scepacks, know, th' Almighty mind. 

Who breath'd on -Man a portion of his fire. 
Bad his free Soul, by earth nor time confia'd. 

To H.eay*n, to Immortality ajpiie. 

F4 N«r 
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Nor (hall the Kk of Hope, hU Mercy rear*4 
By vain PhUcribphy be e'er dcftroy*d: 

Eternity, by all or wifh'd or fear*d. 
Shall be by all or fuSer'd or CDioy*4o 

Written in 1760* 
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E L F R I D A: 

Written on the Modxl 
OF TH E 

ANCIENT GREEK TRAGEDY. 

Fjrft publiflwd in the year 1751. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

EDGAR, King of England, having beard the heauly 
of E.LFB.10A., dai^bter of Qua AH. y EarlofDvron- 
Ihire, bigblf celebrated; fettt bis Favourite Mmfier 
Athelwold to the father's eaftUt to Mfcover whether 
fie was really fo beatitiftdy as Fawn reported her tobt\ 
and if file xoasy to offer her his Cromn in marriage. 
Athelwold, en feeing ber, fell violently in Love vith her 
bimfelf; and married her; convefing her favn after to hit 
own caftle in Harewood Foreft, where he vijited her by 
fieallb from court; and in his abfence left her with a train 
of Britilh Firgifu, who form the Chorus, jffier three 
months^ Ohoar, difappreving this cen^nement of his 
daughter, came difguifed to Harewood to difcover the 
caufe of it. His arrival opens the Drama. The inci- 
dents, which are produced by Athilwold'j return from 
eeurt (who was ahfent when Orcar came to ins c^le) 
and afterwards by the unexpeifed vifit of the King, form 
the Episode of the Tragetfy ; the feigned pardon of 
Athelwold, drawn from the King by the eameft inter- 
ce^onsofEhTKiDAy brings on the PzKiPZTJAt or change 
of fortune ; and the Jingle combat between the King and 
ATHELV/OLD,inwbichtbelallerisJlain,occafions'ELFKiDA 
to take the vow, which coi^letes the Catastrophk. 
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Persons of the Drama. 

Okoak, Eaii of Deronfiiirc. 
Chokus, of Bridih Vit^^ 
Elfrida, Daughter to Oroar. 
Athelwold, Hulband to Elfrida. 
EowtN, a Meflenger. 
Edgar, King <^ Eogland. 

Oroar, dlTguifed in a Pealant's Habi^ fpeaks the 
Prologue. 

SciNz, a Lawn before Athilwold*s Caftle in Hart- 
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DRAMATIC POEM. 



O R G A R. 

TT O W nohtf 4oc3 this venerable wood, 
G^t ^th the glories of the orient fun, 
Embolbm yon jw* nunlion ! The foft air 
{ialates me with moft cool and temp'rate breath; 
And, as I tread, the flow*r-beiprinkled lawn 
Sends up a gale c^ fragrance. I fliould gue&. 
If e'er Content deign'd vUit mortal clime. 
Tins was her place of deareft relidence. 
Grant Heav'n ! I find it fuch. *Tis now three months. 
Since firft Earl Athelwold elpous'd my dai^hter. 
He then bcfought me, for fome littlf fpace 
The ouptials might be fecrec; many rcalbns, 
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He fud, induc'd to this: I made no paufe. 

But, refttng on his prudence, to his will 

Gzwe abfolnce coocurrence. Soon as marrredj 

He to this fecret feat convey'd Elfridaj 

Convey'd her as by Health, enjoy*d, and left her: 

Yet not without I know not what excufe 

Of call to court, of Edgar's royal friendfhip. 

And England's wcliirc. To his prince he went: 

And lince, as by intelligence T gather. 

He oft returns to this his cloyftcr'd wife; 

But ever with a privacy moft ftudjed; 

Borrowing diigulfes till inventive art 

Can fcarce fupply him with variety. 

His vifits, as they're ftol'n^ are alfo Ihort; 

Seldom beyond the circuit of one funj 

Then back to court, while fhe his abfcnce mourns 

Full many a lonely hour. I brook not this. 

Had Athelwold efpous'd fome bafe-bom pealknt. 

This ufage had been apt: but when he took 

My daughter to his arms, he took a virgin. 

Thro' whofe rich veins the blood of Britiih Kings 

Ran in unfuUied ftreara. Her lineage fure 

Might 
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Might £^ her place and nodce with the nobl<^ 
In Edgar's court. Elprida's beauty too 
(I fpeak not from a Other's fbolilh fondnels) 
Would fiune amid the faireft, and refleft 
No vulgar glory on that beauty's mafter. 
This a£k beTpeaks the madman. Who, that own'd 
Ancm'rald, jafper, or rich chryfoUte, 
Would hide its luftre, or not bid it blaze 
Confpicuous cm his brow? Haply Athelwold 
M*y have efpous'd fome other. 'Sdeath he durft not. 
My former feats in arms muft have infonn'd him. 
That Orgar, while he liv'd, would never prove 
A traitor to his honour. If he has— 
This aged arm is not fo much unftrung 
By flack'ning years, but juft revenge will brace it. 
And, by yon awfijl heav'n — But hold, my rage. 
I came to fearch Into this matter coolly. 
Hence, to conceal the father and the earl. 
This pilgrim's Raff^ and fcrip, and alt thefe marks 
0{ vagrant poverty. 

G CHO- 
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CHORUS (wiAin.) 
HatI to thy living light, ambrofial Morn) 
All hail thy rofeat ray! 
OR GAR. 
But hark, the found of fweeteft minftrelfy 
Breaks on mine ear. The ftmales, I fuppofe, 
Whonti Atbelwold has left ffiy child's attendants* 
That, when flic wails the abfence of her lord, 
Th«r lenient airs, and iprightly-fmcied fongs. 
May ftcal awdy her woes. See, they approach : 
This grove fliall ihroud me till they ceafe their ftnua;. 
Then TU addirfe them with, fomc feigned tale, 

* CHORDS. 
ODE. 

Hail to thy living light, 
Ambrofial Morn! all hail thy rofCat ray? 
I'hat bids young Kature all her charms difpby 

In varied beauty bright-, 
That bids each dewy-fpangled flowret rlfc. 

And dart around its. vermeil dies ^ 

Kb 
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Bids filver luftre grace yontTparkling tide. 
That wiadti^ warblsfi down the mountain's fide. 

Away, ye GoblJas bH, 
Wont tlie bcwilder*d evvdlo- co dauat} 
Whofe Tyrant feet hare crac*d yourfecret hauni 

Befide fotiK londy wall. 
Or fiiatter'd ruin of a mols-grovn tcw'c, 

V/liere, at p^ midn^ht's ftillefl: hour. 
Thro' cadi roug^ chink the fekmn orb of n^h^ 
Pours mooientary.gleams of trcrabUitg light. 

Away, ye Elves, away: 
Shrink at ambrofial Morning's living rayj 

That living ray, whofe pow'r benign 
Unfolds the fcene of glory to our eye,' 

"Where, thron'd in artlefs majefty. 
The cherub Beauty fits on Nature's ruftic ftirin?.— 
. CHORUS, O R G A R. 
CHORUS. 
Silence, my fitters. Whence this rudencfs, ftranger. 
That thps has prompted tluae unbidden ear 
To liHrn to our drains ? 

G z ORr 
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Tour pardon. Virgins : 
I meant not rudenels, tho' I dar'd to lUten; 
For ah! what ear fo fortify*d and barr'd 
Ag^inft the fi>rcc of powerful haimony. 
But would with tranfport to fuch fwcet aflailants 
Surrender its atuntion? Never yet 
Have I pa&*d by the night-bird*s favorite fpray. 
What time (be pours her wild and artle^ fong* 
Without attentive paufe and Tdent rapture ^ 
How could I then, with favage difrcgard. 
Hear voices nin'd by nature fwect as her*s, 
Grac*d with all art's addition ? 

CHORUS. 

Thy mean garb^ 
And this thy courtly phraTe but ill accord. 
Whence, and what art thou, ftranger? 
O R G A R. 

Virgins, know 
Thefe limbs have oft been wrapt in richer veft^ 
JBut what avails ic now? all have their fate; 
And mine has been mofl: 4rrctched. 

C HO- 
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C H.O R b S. 

May weaHc 
What cruel caufe— 

<> R G A R- 
No! let this h;^Iels bivaft 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 

CHORUS. 

Wekn^. 
■^ There oft is found an avarice in grief; 
And the wan eye of Sorrow love& to gaze 
Upon its fecret hoard <^ treafur'd woes 
Id pining ibticude. Perhaps thy mind 
Takes the fame pcnfive caft: if not, permit 
That we, in fttcial fympathy, may drop 
The ttndcr tear. 

O R G A R. . 
Ah! ill would it become ye. 
To let the woes of fuch a wretch as I am, 
£*er dim your bright eyes with a pitying tear. 

CHORUS. 
The eye, that will not weep another's forraw. 
Should boaft no gentler brightneis than the glarCi 
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"; That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolfi 
Let us entreat — 

O R G A R. 

Kdowi VirginSf I was born 
To ample property- of lands and flocks. 
On this fidj; Twecda's ftream. My youth and idgor 
Atchiev'd full many a feat of martial prowefs: 
Nor was my flcill in chivalry unnoted 
In the fair volume of my foi^'reign's krrej 
Who ever held me in hb beft efteem. 
And clolcft to his perfon. When he paid, 
What all mull pay, to fate ; and ftiorc4iT*d t.vw¥ 
Mounted the vacant throne, which now- his brothel 
Filb (as loud fame reports) right royally i 
I then, unfit for pageantry and courts. 
Sat down in peace among my fiuthful vaf&lsi 
At my paternal feat. But ah! not bog 
Had I enjoy'd the fweets of that recefs. 
Ere by the favage inroads of hafe hinds. 
That lallied frequent from the Scotifli heights, 
• My lands were all laid waflp, my people murdered) 
And I, thro* impotence of age unfit 
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T* quell dtax brutal rage, was fbrc'd to drag 
My mis'rics thro' the 1^, a fricndleia wand'rer. 

CHORUS. 
Vfc pity and condok thy wretched fiate. 
But we cao dp no morci which^ on thy part. 
Claims juft returos of pity : for whole bt 
Demands it more th^vi theirs, whom fate forbid* 
To tafte the joys of cwirteous charity j 
To wipe the trickling tears, which dew the cheek 
Of palfy'd age ; to finooth its fiirrow^d bit>w» 
And pay its grey hain. each due reverence ? 
Yet fuch de%ht ve are forlxd to tafte !' 
Fn* *m our lord's comniand, that not a (banger. 
However h^h or Ipwly his degree. 
Have entrance at thefe gates. 

Q R O A R- 

Who m»y this tynint— • 

C « Q ?L U $. 

Alas, na tytmi he } the w>ic our wonder 
At tlus harfh mandate: Tendernefs and Hty 
Have nvde his breaft their home. He is a man 
More apt, thro' inborn gentleneis to err 

G4 la 
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In giving mercy's tide too free a courie. 
Than with a thrifty and illiberal hand 
To ftint its channel. This his praifc you'll hear 
The univcrfal theme in Edgar's court: 
For Edgar ranks him firft in his high favor j 
Loads him with honors, which the Earl receives* 
As does the goldea cenfer frankinccnfe. 
Only to fpread a facred gale of blelSngt 
Around on all.. 

O R G A R. 
Mi;thinks, this pdeafing portraie 
Bears ftrong rcfemblance of Lord Atbelwold. 

CHORUS. 
Himfelf : do Briton- but has heard his fame. 

O R G A R. 
*Tis wondrous ftrangei can you concave ng cau& 
For this his condudP 

CHORUS. 

None, that we may tnift. 
O R G A R. 
Your garbs belpeak you for the fair attendants 

Of 
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Of ibme Uluftrioiu dame, the wife, or fiftec 
Of this dread cul 

CHORUS. 

On this head ux^ old man. 
We are commanded a religious liknce: 
Which ftridly we obcyj for well "we know 
Fidelity's a virtue that ennobles 
E?*n fervitude itlelf : Farewell, depart 
With our belt wifhes; we do trefpali moch 
To hold this open converle with a firanger, 

O R G A R. 
Stay, Virgbs, ftay; have ye no friendly Ihed, 
But bord'ring on your caftle, where thcfe limbs ' 
Might lay their load of tnis'ry for an hour? 
Have ye no food, however mean and homely. 
Wherewith I might lupport declimng nature? 
Ev'n while I Ipeak, I find my fpiria &il} 
And well, AiU well, I know, thcfe trembling fee^ 
Ere I can pace a hundred Iteps, will fink 
Beneath tbdr wretched burthen. 

CHORUS. 

sfigbil 
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What fhall lee do, my fibers ? To, vltnic 
This man beneath the roof, would be to fcotn 
The Earl's ibift intadidi and jret my heart ' 
Bleeds t« bohdd that wKiie, old, Kv*rend hcad^ 
bow'd with fuch; ^ery.-vrriyos, w muft aid him. 
Hie thee, pOAc Pilgrim, to^yoi) neigbb'ring honfr^ 
O^er which an old oak ^reads his svful vov 
Mantled in browneft folUgv* UhI iKuevh 
The ivy, gadding from ^'w^wftvd ftem. 
Curtains each, vefdani: fide. TIkk tho^ mfty*^ rcfw 
There too, perchance, fipiK of QHr fiflerbood 
May bring dicQ f^ndj ftiAefiaoca 
Q * ft A R; 

Reward t- i »»» w 

C HQ ft U4. 
Ah, |ti^ net here to tha«k iq, 
But bafir to ^ve i^tne %^ ^ npeoi xepo&. . 
That done, w« dp conjiKf fhfc kave the pl^cc 
With cautious fecrefy ; for WSA it (tnowo. 
That thus we crefpafa'd on tttv lord's command. 
The coa&qu»c9were fatal. 

OR. 
Doiizc^bv Google 



O- & G A R. 

Faireft Maidl 
Hiink not I'll bafety draw down puniflunentt 
On my prefervers. I retire. May blelEngs 
Showr'd from yoa £oaat of Blij& repay yoiv kjuidii^ 
[Exit Or^ai^ 
SEMICHORUa. 
Tes, Ci&crs^ ycs» when pale diftrefi 
Implores your uding hand. 
Let not & partial £uchfulneiv 
IjCC not a mortal's vaia command 
Urge you to tweak th'unakeraUc lanrs 
Of heav'n-defccndcd Charity. .'': 

Ah! follow ftilt the fofc-ey'd Deity i 
For know, each path fhe draws. 
Along the plain of life. 
Meets at the central dome of heart-lUc Joj* 
Follow the ft)ft-cy*d Deity j 
She bids ye, as ye hqx fiv bleffings, hids. 
Aid then the gcn*nd caufe o( ffa'al hupfUnrix 
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SBHICHORUS. 

Hnmanity th3r awful ftraln 

Shall ever greet our ear. 

Sonorous, fweet, and clear. 

And as amid the fprightly-iwelling traia 

Of dulcet notes, that brea&c 

From flute or lyre. 

The deep bafe rolls its manly melody. 

Guiding the tuneful choir; 

So thou. Humanity, {halt lead along 

Th*accordant paflicKis in their moral fbn^ 

And g^ve our mental concert 'trueft harmony. 

C H O H U S. 
But fee, Elfrida comes. 
Should we again refume our former Ihain, 
And hail the Mom that paints her waking beauties^ 
Or &ay her gentle bidding ? Rather fbty % 
FoTt as I think, Ihe feems in penflve mood: 
And there are times, when to the forrowing find 
Ev*n harmony is harfhnds. 
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BXFRIDA, CHORU&. 
B L F R I D A. 

. O m^Vii^ins, 
With vhat a leaden and retarding weight. 
Does Expc&ation load the iring <^ Time? 
Alas, hov bare thele three duU hours crept on. 
Since firft the crimfon mantle of the morn 
Slutted 7011 gay hotizoai Say, my Friends, 
Have I mifcouQted? Did not Athelwold 
At parting fix this mom for his return? 
This dear long-wifh'd for mom? He did, he did, 
Andfeal'd itirithakifs} I could not err. 
And yet he conies not. He was wont outftrip 
The fun's moft eady fpeed, and make its rifing 
To me unwifti*d and necdlefs. This delay 
Creates ftrange doubts ancl Icniples in my bitaft. 
Courts throng with beauties, imd my Athelwold 
Has a loft, fulccpdble heart, as prone 
To ^eld its love to ev*iy fparkling eye. 
As is the mufk-rofe to difpenfe its fragrance 
To ev*Ty vrhifp*ring breeze-, perhaps he's &tf(r. 
Perhaps Elfkida's wretched. 

,C H O- 
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G H O It D S. 

See, ^f RtoA, 
Ah lee! hov round yon branching elip the ivy 
Clalps its gredi fokk, and poifons whst'liii^MMXs it 
Not lefs injurious to the Ihoota of Ijm 
Ii ficklyjealoury. 

E L PR J, DA. 

My nrind nor piitea 
With'jealooijr, nor refts iecurc in powB. 
Who loves, muft feari and fore vho loves liLeme, 
Mufl.greatly Sear. 

CHORUS. 

Yet -vrfience the xsaSci Tour EaA 
Has ever yet (ttus little broach -excepted) 
Been punfhial to appointment. Did bis eye 
Glow trith lefs ardent paffioii when be left you. 
Tbut at the St& bleft meeting? Nol I mwk'd-Un^ 
His parting glance was chat of fervent love^ 
And conftancy unalter'd. Do not &ar him. 

* ELFRIDA. ' 

X fliould not fear him, were his prefeot Ibiy 
The onl; caufe. Alas» it is not &t 
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yfhjcoma my £*riibiccreci» theft AiWi> 
Why, but becaufe he drtadi &t jttft itpn)a(;b 
Of fbme deluded fttr tfne? Whgrttml 
Here Ihrouded a(). like the pale Vdtiuift, 
Who knows no vifitant, fave the lone owl. 
That nightly lesnrea his tvy-fliFOiided o^ 
And tails oh flbw wihg thro* the clcHftePd iAe^ 
Iifii*iung herfiuntly orifou ? Why tin I 
Deny'd to fdiow my departed Loid 
When^er his duty colls him to die polaccB 

C H O R U S. 
tToret not that; the nobleft pnx^ of tore 
That AtseVwolo can give, b ftill to guard 
Your beauties ftom the blaft of owrtly gdes. 
The crimfon blufh of ^rgin inodefty, 
The dcKoate foft tints of innocence 
There all fly off, and Icare no boaft behind 
but wdl'raUg'd, faded features. Ah, Elfrida, 
Should you be doom'd, whkh happier fate forbid! 
To dh^ your hours thmughall that naufeous fceoe 
Pf pageantry and viccj your purer breaft, * 
True to its virtuQus rclifli, loon would hDave 

A.&x*. 
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A fervent figh for ionocence and Harewood. 

£ L F R I D A. 
Tou much miftake me. Virgins j the throng*d palace 
Were undefircd hy tne, did not that palace 
Detain my Athelvoldv If he were here. 
His prefence would convert this range of oaks 
To ftately columns j thefe gay-liv'ried flow'rs 
To troops of gallant ladies-, and yon deer. 
That jut their antlers forth in fportive fray. 
To armed knights at jouft or tournament. 
If Athelwold dweh.hcrei if no ambition 
Could lure bis fteps from love, and this (till for^} 
■If I might never moan his ume o£ at^nce, 
Lioager than that which ferv*d him for the chafe 
Or of the wolf, or ft^i or when he bore 
ITie hood-wink'd folcon forthj might thefc, my Virgin^ 
And thefe alone, be love's fhort intervals, 
I Ihould not have one thought remote from Harewood. 

CHORUS. 
And would you ^fli that Athelwold fhould 0ight 
Th4%eal <^ England, and on thefe light toys 
W^e his unvalued hours ? No, fond Elfrida j 

Hi» 
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His d£tive ibul U wingM for nobler Bights. 

B L F R I D A. 
What then, muft Eng^d's wel£ue hold my Ea^ 
For ever from theft ihadts ? 

CtlOKV ii 

Vr< ity hot that 
The youth, wlio bathes Wplealure's ttmpting ftreiurt 
At well-judg'd intervals, feels all his foul 
Kerr'd with recruited ftrength ; but if too dft 
tie Iwims in fpoitiye mazes through the flood* 
It chills his languid riitue. For this t^u& 
Vour Earl forbids, that theie inchantlng groves. 
And their ffur miftrefs £hould pol&fs him wholly. 
He knows he has a country and a king. 
That clwm his firft attention j yet be fure, 
*Twill not be long, -ere his unbending mind 
Shall lofc in fweet oblivion ev'ry care, 
Among th*embow'ring fhadcs that veil Elfrida. 

E L F R I D A. 
O be that fpcech prophetic j may he foon 
Seek thefe embow'ring (hades ! Meanwhile, my friends. 
Sooth me with harmony. I know full well 

H That 
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That ye were iittn*<l tn CerawaH's wizard avet^ 
And oft iuLTC pac*d tte fairy-peopkd vales 
Of Devon, where Poflcrity retains 
Some vein of dtat old minftrelfy, which breath'd 
Through each time-honored grare of Britifli oak. 
There, where the fpreading ccmfccrated boughi 
Fed the £ige mitletoe, the holy Druids 
Lay rapt in moral muCnga } whik the Bardi 
Call'd from their folcmn harps fuch lofty airs. 
As drew down Fancy from the realms of Light 
To punt fbme radiant vifion on dirir minds 
Of high myfbriotis import. But on me . 
Such ftrunsfublime were wafted: Ibutaflc 
A j^tighily fong to Ipeed the kzy flight 
Of thefc dull hours. And Mulic fore can find 
A magic Ipdl to make them fldm thdr round. 
Swift as the fwallow circles. Try its power : 
While I» from yonder hillock^ watch his coming. 

[Exit El/rida, 



CHORUS. 
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chorus; 

ODE. 

The Turtle tells her plMntive tale, 

Sequeft£r*d in fome Ihadowy vale » 

The Lark in radlwt tether flotes. 

And fwells his wild eztatic notes : 

Meanwhile pn yonder hawthorn ^ra^ 

The Linnet wakes her temp'rat? lajr j 

She haunts no folitarjr fliade. 

She fluttei? o*er ;k> fu/i-fhine mead. 

No bre-lom griefs deprefs her (bng. 

No raptures lift it loudly high. 
But fi^ fhe trills, amid di'aerial throng. 
Smooth fimple ftnuns of fob'reft harmony. 

Sweet Bird ! like thine our lay fliall flowi 
Nor gaily brilk, nor (adty How ; 
For tt) thy note fcdate, and clear, 
CoNTiMT ftill lends a lift*tung ear. 
ReclinM this mofly bank along. 
Oft has (he heard thy carelcfs fong : 
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Why hears not now ? Wliatfiuiergrore 
Frmn Harewood lures her devious lore f 
What hiitr grove than Harewood knows, . 
More woodland w^ksf more fragrant gaks. 
More Ihadowy bowers, inviting foft repofe. 
More ftreams flow-waiKl'ring through her winding valea ? 

Perhaps to fome lone cave the Rover ^es. 
Where lull'd in pious peace the Hermit lies. 
For, from the Hall's tumultuous ftate. 
Where banners wave with Mazon'd gold, 
The«will the meck-ey'd Matron oft retreat. 
And with the folcmn Sage high convcrle hold. 

There, Goddcfs, on the ftiaggy niound. 
Where tumbling torrents roar around. 
Where pendant mountains o'er your head 
Stretch .their revcKntlal Dude i 
You liften, while the holy Seer 
Slowly chaunts his rerpers clear j 
Or of his (paring mefi partake. 
The fc/ry pulfe, the whcaten cake, 

• . The 
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The bev'rage cool <^ limpid rilL 
Then, riling light, your hoft you blefi* 
And o'er his l^ndy temples bland diftill 
Seraphic day-dreams of heav'n's happtne(s. ' 

'Where'er thou art, inchanting Fowetf 
Thou loon wUt finile in Harewood*s bower : 
Soon will thy £ury feet be feen, 
Printing this dew-impearle4 green ; 
Soon Ihall we mark thy geftures meek. 
Thy glittering eye, and dimpled cheek. 
Among the welcome gucfts that move 
Attendant on the fiate of Love, 
There, when the Sov'reign leads along 
Of Sports and Smiles a jocund, tnun. 
Then laft, yet lovcUeft of the lovely throng. 
Thou com'ft to foftcn, yet fccure his rcigo. 

And, hark, compkadng our prophetic lay. 
The fleet hoof rattles o'er the lUnty wayi 



H 3 Now 

L ,i,z<..,',CoogIc 



[ ■« ] 

Now nearer, .Uid tum'Actrir founds. 

Airaunt! f e vbu), delulive Felti. 
Hark ! Echo tclb tImSugh Hdreweod*! ithpUfl: bouhds. 
That Love, OmEUiti and A.T^ELwotD a^pe^. 

ATHELWOLO, ELF RID A, CHORUS. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Look ever thus ; vith th*t bright glwce of j<^ 
Thus alway meet iny ttaAfporta. Let diefe krtttf 
Thus ever fold me % and this cheek, that bloomt 
With all health's op'ning rofcs, prcfe my lips. 
Warm as at this bleft moment. 

E L F R I D A. 

Atmlwold, 
I had prepar*d me many a ftern rebuke i 
Had arm'd my brow with frowns, and taught my eye 
Th'avcrted glance of coldncft, which might belt 
.Greet fuch a loit'ring lover : but I find, 
*Twas a vain tafk ; Jbr this my truaAt heart 
f ot^ets each leflbn, which relentment taught, 
Afid in thy fight knows only to be happy. 

A T H E L- 



ATHELWOLD; 
My bcft EiFRiDA— Heav*ns : it cannot hft. 
TIk giddy height of J07, to which Vm lifnt^ 
Is as a hanging rock, -at whofe low fooc 
The black and beating furge oi Jnftaof 
Rolls ready to receive, and fink my fouL 

E X. P R I D A. 
So foon to fall into this mufing mood— 
I thought, my Lard, you promJB'd you would leave 
Thele looks behind at Court. Nay, 'twas the caufe 
AQign'd for this my refidence at Harewood, 
That you might never come to thefe food arau. 
But with a breafi devoid of pubKc care. 
And fiU'd alone mdi nature and Elfkioa. 
Said you not fo ? Why then due penfive pofture, ' 
That down-caft eye ? Surely the City*s din. 
And this calm grove liave 1<^ their difference. 
I'll with you to the p^ace. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Heav>nfofbid1 

E L P R I D A. 
Tfay, my beft I.x>rd, I ineaDC it but in fpoftt 
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For Ihoutd you bid me quit thefe blooming Uwn$, 
Forfoine bveheath, or drear unpeopled defert^ 
. Believe vac, I would think its wildnefs Eden, 
If Athelwold with frequent viiitation 
Endeared the lav^ fcene : but yet I fear 
My Father. 

ATHEJJWOLB. 
Hah ! .why him ; 

ELPRI,D A. 

You know his temper | 
How jealous of his rank, and his trac'd lineage 
From royal anceftry. I fear me much. 
He will not brook you fhould conceal me long 
In this lone privacy : No, he mil deem it 
Far unbecoming her, vhofe veins are fiU'4 
V/ith the rich ftream of his nobility. 
Should it be To, his hot and fiery nature, 
I doubt, will blaze, and do fome dreadful outtfige. 

ATHBLWOLD. 
He need not know it, or, if chance he Ihould, 
ft matters not, if fo this forejl life 
jSeem c^ your own adoption and fixe choice. 

And 
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And dutii wDl fo fcem, I tnift tha* love, 
Which, ever yet has met my wayward will ' 
With pleas'd compliance, and unafkM afTent. 

S L F R I D A. 
And ever fhall : yet blame me not, my Lord, 
If prying womanhood fhould prompt a wtih 
To leara the caufe of this your firange commotion, 
• Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quictmg Harewood. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Qo to the clear furfitce 
Of yon unruffled lake, and, bending o'er it. 
There read my anlwer. 

E L F R I D A. 

Thefe arc riddles, Sr— 
ATHELWPLD. 
No i for its glally and reSe^g fuiface 
Will finite with chamu too tempdng for a palace. 

B L P R 1 D A. 
Poes Aths^itold diftnift Elfmda's fiuth ? 



ATHEL- 
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ATHELWOLB. 

No : but he much diftrufts Elfkida's beauty. 

EL PR I DA. 
Awajr : you triflf . * 

ATHELWOLD. 
Ncvw more in cameft} 
I would not for the throne which Edgar Hu oa^ 
That Edgar jhould behold it. 

ELFAJDA, 

What, my Lord, 
Think you the fkct, that caught your fingte heart. 
Will make all hearts its cqitivcs i Vain furmize. 
Yet grant it could j the face is youths alone : 
Not Edgar's felf would dare to fcize it from you, 
Edgar's a King, and not a tyrant. 

ATHELWOLD. 

True, 
Edgar^ a King, ajiift^Mc; his finn Aec 
Walk ever in the fore-right road of honor : 
Nor do I know what lure can draw hxs ftept 
Devious from that Aright path, fitve only one : 
That tempting lure is beauty. Ah I Elfrida, 

Thnnr 
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Throw but thr dazzMing bait within !)is view. 
The untam*d wolf does not with fiercer rage 
Burft the flight bondage of the filken net. 
Than he the tics of law. Late, very late, 
Smit cafudly with young Matilda's &Ge, 
He ftr^t commanded her reluctant Mother 
, To yield her to his arms : nor had flicTcapTl 
The violating fervor of his love. 
Had not the prlidenc dame fubom'd her handmaid. 
To take the unchafte office, and be led 
.Veil'd in the malk (^ nig^t, to EdgarU chambft 
A counterfeit Matilda. As it chanted. 
The damfel pleas'd the IQng, nor did detedion 
A whit abate his fondncfsi hie forgave 
The prudent mother, eat'd Matilda's fears. 
And led the wanton minflrel to his court, 
Where ftill flie fliarca — 

CHORUS. 
Behold, Earl Athelwold. 
A mefienger arrives i hislpeed atid sfped: 
SpcA. fome impoitaw crnnd. 



EDWIN, 
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EDWIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIfA. CHORUS, 

ATHELWOLD. 

How now, Edwiu f 
EDWIN. 
The King, my Lord, is on his way to Harewood. 

ATHELWOLD. 
The King! 

EDWIN. 
His purpofe is to pafs through Merda ; 
And in a hafty meflage, fbme two hours 
After you left the palace, this his pleafure 
"Was fent you by Ixird Sbofrid'j withal 
CMnmaoding your attendance. You being abftnt. 
He ftr^tway turn'd his cburfe through this feir fofcft. 
Meaning to chace the Stag v his train is fmall. 
As was his pyrpofe fudden. 

E L F R I D A.- 

Good, my Lord, 
Why thus perplex'd ? 

CHORUS. 
Hcav'ns ! what a deep Dcfpair 
Sits on his brow i 

EL- 
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The notice fure is fhon t 
But that's a triEe, a fmall train requires 
The Imailer preparation : let him come, 

ATHELWOID. 
Yes, let him come : fo thou wilt Iky, Elprida, 
When thou haft heard my tale. Yes, let him come. 
So wilt thou fay, and let thy hufband perifh. ' 

Yet Ihall thefc arms once more embrace thte clofely. 
Ere yet thou fly them as the pois'nous adder. 
'Tis o'er : in that embrace Eifiida's Love 
Was buried i and in that embrace, the Peace 
Of wretched Athelwold. 

E L P R I D A. 

What may this be 1 
■ ATHELWOLD. 
O Edwin, Edwin, when furviving Malice 
Shall prey upon the Fame of thy dead Matter, 
Wdt thou not fomeway ftrive to check the Fiend's 
Infatiate fury ? Wilt thou fee rhy name 
Delil'd, and blacken'd with DetraSiOn's venom. 
And bear it patiently ! 

E I,- 
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R L F R I D-A. 

Wbac ffleam my beft— 

ATHELWOLS. 
pbux; not a won) of Beft, or Lov'd, or Dear: 
lliele are not titles now fbr thee to ufe. 
Or me to ttiumph ib. Vi^iiu, retire t 
We vould a while be privatt* Nay* recuni. 
Concealment W9uld be vain i and ye ant} Edwin 
Are bouad to mc. Albiva I as for you, 
I lav*d your father, when his blood was foifat*. 

CHORUS. 
Not I, great Earl, alone, but alt this trun 
Are bound by ev*ry tie of iaith and love 
To gen'rous Athelwold } to that mild nufter. 
Who never forc'd our Service to one ad. 
But of fuch liberal lore, a» Freedom's ielf 
Would finilingly perform. 

ATHBLWOtD. 

Ic may be lb. 
But Where's the tie, Elfripa, that may bind 
Thy (aith and loVe ^ 

El 
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SLFRID a: 
The ftfongeft furt, my Lord» 
Tlie golden, nuptial rie. Try but its ftrength. 

ATHBLWOLD. 
I muft perfixce this inftant. I^now, El»riba, 
Once, on a day of fugh £:ftivjty. 
The yotidtfiil King, encircled with his Nobles, 
Ctown'd high the fpat^ltng bowl t and muchof Ixive, 
Of beauty much the ^rig^tly converie ran. 
When, as it weD might chance* the briflc Lord Ak- 

DULPH 

Made gallant note of Okgar's peerkfi daughter. 
And in fuch phrafe as might enflame a brealt 
Mote cool than Edgar's. Eariyon the morrow 
Th*impaticnt Monarch gave mc fwift commiflion 
To view thofe charms, of which Lord Ardulph'^ 

tongue 
Had giv'n fuch warm defcription : towhofe words 
If my impardal eye gave full affcnt, 
I had his royal mandate on the inflant 
To hail you Queen of EngUndi 

* HI... 
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'Stead of which 
You came, and hail*d me ^yife of ATHEtwoitf^ 
Was this the tal^ I was lb taught tafear ? 
Was this the deed, that known would make me !tf 
Thy dafping arm, as *twcrc the poi:s*nous adder ? 
No, kt this tender, fond embrace afibre thee. 
That thy ELFRiDA'sloTecan never diet 
Or, if it could, .this animating touch 
Would &on rewake it into life and raptute^ 
ATHELWOLD., 

Doft thou then pafdon me i Come, injur*d Conrtiffif 
Plunge deep thy fword of juftice in this breaft. 
And I will die contented. * 

B L P R I D A. 

Hcav'n forbid ! 
What can be done ? 

CHORUS. 
Indeed, ye conftajit pur, 
Tis fit ye ftrive to fly the coming danger. 
For Safety now fits wav'ring on yopr Love, 
Like the light down upon the Thiftte's beard, 

Which 
D,.„.... Cookie 



I "3 1 

Which ev'ry breeze may part. Say, noble Eari, 
What font was us'd to loU the king's impatience ? 

ATHELWOLD. 
Soon as theie Ihades had vdl'd my beauteous hridc, 
I hailed back to Edgar, laugh'd at Ardvlph, 
And talked of Elfrid, as of vulgar beaudes ; 
Own'd no uncommon light*DiDg in her eye. 
No breaft that (ham'd the fnow, or cheek the rofe. 
The Iprightly King believ'd me, and forgot her. 

CHORUS. 
But an alliance, great as Athelwolb's 
With Orgar's daughter, foon would blaze abroad. 
The theme of popular converfc. 

ATHELWOLD. 

True, It would j 
And for that Realon, when I laft was here. 
The King was taught I went to wed Elfrida. 

E L F R J D A. 
How fo, my Lord ? 

ATHELWOLD. 

Thy Father, my Elfrida, 
Has rich poffefGons : Thcfe, and thefe alone, 

"^ I I made 
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i made my theme of Love j and told th« kiflg. 
That tho* thy fece (pardon the impious falfhood) 
Boafted not charms to grace a Monarch's throne. 
Yet would thy ^ow'r well fuit his miniftcr. 
I therefore meant to aSk thee of thy father. 
And (that my nant of IkiU in choice might Tcapr 
AH cenfure) hide thee clofe in Harewood caAle. 
Edgar with fmiles confented, and, I think« 
Harbours no thought of my difloyalty. 

£ L P R I D A. 
If fo, what danger now ? 

ATHELWOLD. 

Afk'ft thou, wh^ dai^r f 
•Sdeath, will that glance not inftantly proclaim 
My tenfold treachery ? 

E L P R I D A. 

He fhall not lee me. 
I'll hide me inftant in fome fecrct chamber. 
And robe this virgin in my bridal veltments. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Thy Love, like balm, runs trick'ling o'er the wound* 
Of my torn bofom j yet 'tis vain, 'tis vaia : 

Thou 
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Thou muft thy&If appear, for Ardulph ever 
Attends the king, and would detect the fraud. 

B LP RID A. 
If i(% yet ffin I can infure our lafetjr t 
For as you fear my foftnefs of complexion, 
111 fbun it with the juice of dufky leaves. 
Or yellow berries, which this various wood 
From tree or Ihrub will jrteld me. Thefe I'll ufe. 
And form a thoufand methods to conceal 
The little gletms of grace, which Nature lent me. 
Fear not my caution. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Genikft, beft of Creatures, 
Go, do then as thy tender care dire£bi 
And yet how vwn ? What wond'rous art can Ileal 
The liquid lightnings from thofe radiant eyes. 
Or rob the wavy ringlets of that hair 
Of all their namelefs graces ? Say it could. 
Yet would that modeft, but majeftic mien, 
That inborn dignity of foul, which breathes 
Thro* each angeUc geflure, itill remain 
To fcize the heart of Eucar. Kell, Elfrida, 
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Reft as thou arc, in all that blaze of beauty: 
I mud fubmit to my juft lot, and lofe thee. 

£ L P R I D A. 
Away, my Lord, with thefe too anxious fcruples : 
Fear not my carriage ; I will ftoop my head. 
Drawl out an idiot phrafe, and do each aft 
With cv'n a rude and peafant aukwardndji 

EDWIN. 
Ere this, my Lord, I think, the King has reach'd 
The full mid-way j 'twere fit you flood prepar'd 
To give him meeting. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Cive him meeung, Edwin ! 
Alas ! I have no maflc to veil my bafeneis. 
When deep contrition (hadows all my foul, 
I cannot drefs my features in light finiles. 
And look the thing I am not. No, thefe eyes 
Are not as yet true vaDals to my purpofe, 
A.S yet indeed I am but half a villain. 
£ L F R I D A. 
. You weigh this maner in too nice a balance." 
Your crime, my Lord, is but the crime of love : 

Thoufiuds 
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Thou£uids like you have faU'd. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I know, Elfrida, 
Could love abfolve the ciime, my foul were pure 
As maiden.inoocence. Yes, I do love thee, 
And thou art feir — beyond — But thafs my bane j 
Thy ev'ry charm adds weight to my offence. 
And heaps frefli wrongs upon the beft'Of Mailers. 
Yes, Elfrid, Edgar was the beft of Matters. 
O hide me from the thought in that dear bofo^n — 
Heavens ! I muft ^e or ke^ her. 
ELFRIDA. 

Live, or die, 
I*m dune alike. Death cannot aught abate. 
Or life augment, my love. Let this embrace 
Be iritncfs of my truth. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Itlhall, itOuU: 
Thy eVry word and look declares theefeithfut 
Secure of all thy love, and all thy prudence. 
Returning confidence has artn'd my foul 

I 3 For 
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For this dread meeting : refting on thy truth 
I go— [Exit Atbelwold. 

E L F R I D A. 
Go, and thy guardian faint prefeire theCf 
ShowV bleflings vaft as would my lavlfli love. 
Had I his power to blefsthec! 

CHORUS. 

Yes, my Slften, 
The filent awe that reigns thro' all your train. 
Befits ye well. Let Admiration firft 
Pay her mute tribute. She can beft txprefs. 
By thofe her kindling cheeks, and lifted eyes. 
Where the tpar twinkles, that tranfccndant pnuTe 
£i.FRiDA*a Virtue cWms. 

E t F R I D A. 

My Virtue, Virgins, 
Is only Lovt. Or, fky that it be virtue. 
It owes its fource to L/nre, to chafteft Love, 
Than which what pafBoa niore impels the tnind 
To fair and gcn'rous adion ? But the hours 
Are precious now. I'll to yon ncighb'ring grove : 

Then 
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There grows an azure flowV, 1 oft have mark*d lu 
Which ftans the f»re0ing finger, with a juice 
Of duflcy, yellow tinft : its name I know not. 
m fetch and try it ftratt. Wait my return. 

[Exit ElfriJa. 
CHORUS. 
ODE. 
Whence does this fudden Luftre rife. 
That gilds the grove ? Not like the noontide beam. 
Which Iparkling dances on the trembling ftream, 
NfH* the blue lightning's flaHi fwift-lhooting thro' the flcies. 
But fuch a folemn fteady Light, 
As o'er the cloudlefs azure ftcals. 
When Cynthia riding on the brow of night, 
Stapt in their mid career her filver wheels. 

Whence can it rife, but from the fober pow'r 
Of Constancy ? She, heay*n-bom Queen, 
Defcends, and here in Harewood's haUow'd bower. 
Fixes her fted&ft reign : 
Stedfaft, as when her high command 
Gives to the fUrry band 
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Theirjradiant Stations in heav'ns ample plain. 
Scedfaft, as when around this ncthcr fphcre, . 
She winds the various year. 
TeUs what time the Snow-drop cold 
Its maidtn whitcnefs may unfold. 
When the golden harveft: bend. 
When the ruddy fruits defcend. 

Then bids pale Winter wake, to pour 
The pearly hail's tranfluceot fliow'r. 
To caft his filv'ry mantle o'er the woods, 
. And bind in cryftal chains the flumb'ring Boods. 

The Soul, which die inlpires, has pow'r to cUmb 

To all the heights fublime 

Of Virtue's tow*ring hill. 
That hill, at whofe low foot weak-warbling ftrays 

The tcanty ftream of human pr^e, 
A fhallow trickling rilL 
While on the Summits hor'ring Angel's (hed. 
From their bleft pinions, die ne£btreous dews 
Of rich immortal Fame : From thefc the Mufc 

Oft 
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Oft fteals Ibme precious dmps, and (kilful blends 
With thofe the lower fountain lends ■, 
Then Jhow'rs it all on Ibme high-iavor*d head. 
But thou, Elfrida, claim'ft the genuine dew t 
Thy worth demands it all. 
Pure, and unmixt, on thee the hcJy drops Ihatl fall. 
{^Elfrida returns with flewerS' 

fiLFRIDA, ORGAR, CHORUS: 
ELFRIDA. {hdangtuthtfi-wir. 
Tisftrange, my Virgins, this fweei child of Summer, 
Silken and foft, whofe breath perfumes the ur, 
Whofe gay veft paints the Mom, fhould in its hcSam 
Hide fuch pollution? Yet *tis often thus: 
AH are not as they feem, 

ORGAR. 

Yet hear me. Lady, ' 
ELFRIDA. 
Be gone, xuimannei^d Stranger, nw puriiie me ( 
Hence, ftom the grave. Know yc this IMlgrins* 

yirgins ? 
On my retinn I met him heK. 

CHOf 
D,a,i,z..tv Google 



[ lit] 

CHORUS. 

Alus 
We faw him here before, and heard his tale. 
That mov'd our pity — But I ftar me now, 
*Twas felfe j fomc fpy perchance, and may have heard— 

O R G A R. 
I hare -, yet not for that are you betray'd. 
Fair Excellence, my heart is bound unto you, 
I feel a tender intcreft in your welfare. 
Tender as Fathers feci. 

E L F R I D A. 
As Fathers feel t 
That welWknown voice^ and ah ! that look— 
O R G A R. 

Elfrida! 
E L F R I D A. 
Yes it is him, it is my Father, Virgins. 
Support me, or I fwnt! O wherefint. Sir?— 

O R O A R. 

T^e courage. Daughter » my parental fondnds 
Prompted this viftt. Thus I came difguis'd. 
To learn the caufe of my dear child's CDnfinement ; 
And I hsve learnt it. £ L> 
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E L F R I D a: 

Then all's loft for ever.' 

O R G A R. 
Thou know*(t, Elfriba, next my houfe*8 honor. 
Thy peace b«s erer been my deoreft aire* 
But fuch an infult — No : I cuinot brook it 
So black a fraud I By all my aocefton. 
By Belik's fbade I will hare ample vengeance. 

E L F R I D A. 
Alas, I know too well your dreadful puipofQ. 
I knew ic at the firft. Yes, he muft fidl. 
Yet pardon me, if my poor trembling heart 
Fiits up I know not what of pray'rs and vows 
To ev'iy pitying funt. Celcitial Guardians 
Of nupdal Conftancy I O bend firom hea-Zn 
Your ftar-crown'd heads, and hear a wretched woman. 
That begs ye lave, from a dread father's rage. 
Her lord, her hulbtnd. 

O R G A R. 

Hufland t 'Sdeath wbtx hufband? 
Jj ATRiLtfOLD diy hufband ? Sooner call 
TA'impeachird thief tnu maftcr of the boMy 

He 
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■ He ftole, or murdePd for, Difdain the Villan^ 
And help nic to revenge thee. 

CHORUS; 

Thmk> great Eart; 
What lanftimonioua tics reftrain your daughter, 
Did Ihe not fwcar before the hallow'd ftirine 
Eternal fealty to this her Lord ? 
Yet lay, that he deceived her •, fliall her truth 
Dare to revenge ? No, Sir, in high'ft heav*n 
Vengeance 'mid ftorms and tcmpefts fits enffirin'd, 
-Wefted in robes of light'ning, and there flecps, 
Unwak'd but by th'incens'd Almighty's caU, 
Oh 1 let not Man prefume to take unbid 
That dread ■vic^;erency. 

o R G A r; 

Peace, Viigins, peace. 
Not ev'n the laws of Druids ot of Bards 
Have weight with me, when infults high ai this 
Roufe my juft indignation. Hear me. Daughter, 
You went to fearch for flow'rs, to blot your charms 
With their dun hue. Yes, thou Ihalt fearch for fiow*rs. 
Yet Ihall they be the lovelieft of the fpringj 

Flow*rs, 
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FloVrs, that entangling in tfune auburn hair* 
Or blufliing 'oiid the whitenels of thjr boJbm, ' 
May, to the power of every nadve grace. 
Give double life and tuftre. Hafte, my child. 
Array thyfelf in thy moft goi^eous garb. 
And ftc each jewel, which my Love procur'd thee^ 
Dart its full radiance. More than all, put on 
Tlie nobler ornament of winning fmilcs. 
And kind inviting glances. 

E L F R I D A; 

Never, never; 
When this true heart renounces Athelwoid, 
May equitable heaVn^ 

O R G A R; 

Away with vows •, 
And mth a duteous, and attentive Ear, 
Liften to my perfuafions. Much I wifh 
Perfuafions might prevail, that not compell*d 
To ufe a father's juft prerogadve, 
My will may meet with thy unforc'd obedience. 
Fellow me, on thy duty. 
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E L F R I O a; 

Cruel Father, 
That duty Ihall obey you j I will follow : 
Yet dread as 15 that frown, dreadful as death. 
It Ihall not fliake the tenor of my £uth % 
Li^a^g or dead I ftill am Atbelwocd's. 

\_ExeuHt Orgar'oJtd Elfriig, 

SEMICHORUS. 
Horrocl Horror! 

The Pen of Fate, dipt in Us deepeft gall. 
Perhaps on that ill-omen'd wall. 
Now writes th'event of this tremendous day, 
O! that our weaker fight 
Could read the myftic charafters, and fpy 
What to the unpurg'd, mortal Eye, 
Is hid in endlefs Night. 

SEMICHORUS; 

Sufpenfe ! thou frozen gueft, be gone. 
The wretch, whofe rugged bed 
Is fpread on thorns, more M^y refb his head. 
Than he that finks amid the cycnec's down. 
If thou, tormenting fiend, be nigh, 

T* 
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To prompt his ftarting tear, his cea&lels ftgh. 
His wilh, his ^yer, his row for Ung'ring certainty. 

CHORUS. 
But hark ! that certainty arrives. Methoughc 
I heard the winding horn. I did aot err; 
The King i« near at hand. This quick approach 
Will fure preveoe this proud Earl's cruet purpofe. 
Yet what of that ? Does her fair form require 
The blazon of rich vefture? Genuine beauty 
Noraflcs, nor needs it: Negligence alone 
Is its bright tiiiaHgm, and artlefs cafe 
Its robe of Tyrian tiDAure. Say, my Sifters, 
Shall we laluce this monarch mth a hymn 
Of Feftival and Joy ! Alas, fuch joy 
III fuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 
And now *twere rain; for fee, the King approaches. 
EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, CHORUS. 

EDGAR. 
No, Athblwold ; not from a partial blindnefs. 
Or for the mode and guifc of Courtefy, 
Arc we thus large in praafe -, in our true judgment. 
This Caftlc is not more kind Nature's debtor 

For 
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For its delicious fitc, than 'tis to thee , 
For this (b goodly ftrufture. From its bafc, 
Ev*n to yon turrets trim, and taper lpires» 
All is of choifefl Mafonry. Each part 
- Doth boaft a feparate grace •, but Ornament 
Tho' here the richeft that the eye can noK, 
Is us'd, not lavtlh'd -, Art feems generous here. 
Yet not a prodigal. But ah ! my Earl, {/eeii^ tbeChenu. 
What living charms are here ? Thy caftle's beauty 
Muft not det^n me from this lovelier profpeft. 
Your pardon, fair Ones, that my wayward Eye 
Paid not at firft, where firft was furely due, . 
Its homage to your Graces. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Heavens I they weep. 
What may this mean ? Some dread and un(een chance 
Has counter-work'd my faiety. 

X D G A R. 

Whence this filence j 
Why are your lovely heads thus bow*d with fednels? 
Beflirew my heart, my Lord, but ^as u ftrange, 
I know thee, Earl, and know thy gentkncfsy 

More 
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More pnHie t*obcy, than lord it o'er tKe/ex; 
EUe Ihould I guefs this ibrrow had its riie 
FrtHn Satae di^urteous treatment. 
C H o R u ii. 

No, dread Sov*reign j 
He is the nobleft> gentlcfl;, beft of mailers i 
And may your Love reward-—^ j 

OUGAR. ATHELWOLD, EDGAR. CH0RU5. 
ATHELWOLD. 

Death to my hopes t 
O R G A R, 
Yei, Villan, ftartj but let this vengeful arm 
Arrcft thy bafenefij would to hcav*n its ftrength. 
Thus grafping thee,, could open thy falfi: breaft. 
And bare thy heart to the fliam'd .eye of Day. 

EDGAR. 
Patience, hot Man. What art thou? 

O R G A R. • 

Earl of Devon I 
Pardon me. Prince; that this my honeft rage 
O'erleaps obedient duty. I am wrong'd. 
Yet that's but fmallj for know, much-injur'd Prince, 
K Thy 
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Thy^ wrongs as well as mine both call for jufticc. 
Yes, Sir, I here, on a true fubje£f s oath. 
Proclaim Earl Athilwold a ^thlefs trucor. 

EDGAR. 
Ha! what is this? Renounce the word, old Earlt 
Thy length of years htth foFc'd thee» Aire, to prefs 
The verge of dotage. Atrelwold! whatATHli.woi.9 
A fiiithlefs trsurar! Periih the fu^ici«L . 

Never before did word, or thought, or look» 
Give doubt of his diftingoifli'd loyalty. 
Dorage alone could frame the accufation. 

O R G A R. 
I do not dote, thank Heav*n, my fscultict 
Are yet my own, unbtcmKhM and unhiirc 
"Would fo my Daughter were! 

1 O G A R. 

What is his drift? 
•athelwold. 
Better, my royal Lord, you mark'd him not> 
The wayward Earl is— ^ 

O R G A R. 

What, audackna Villain! 

Iwi]} 
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Iirillbelieant 

B c G A R. 
Go K>o> thou choleric Lord. 
' O R O A R, 

Whea thou hafl; heard me, Edgar, then call me chdeiic 

EDGAR; 

Speak then, and briefly. 

O R G A R. 

Once, thy lacred Lieg«, 
I had 3 daughter* duteous as e*er crown*d 
A Father's wifln and lovely ai could warm 
A youth to am*rous tranfports. This, my Lord, 
You learnt long fince from noble Ardiflph's praife^ 
And fir*d with hU defcription, lent this Earl, 
This ^thful Earl, t'inviie her k> our throne. 

E D Q A R. 
Nor Orgak, not ^invite her to our throne,' 
Simply to note her beauty was his errand. 

O R G A R. 
Yes, he did note it, Itimpt it for his own. 
But why this parley ? Enter, Sir, theie gates. 
And let ELFR.iDA*;a features be the book, 

Ka Whei» 
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Where you miy read the ftory of his feUhood, 
Ev'n on the inftant. 

EDGAR. 
Noble Lord, lead oa. 
We*& foUow to the trial I wiU hiunour 
The Earl's hot temper. He has heard, my friend* 
We meant t^exalt his daughter, and for that 
His partial fondnels, link'd mth hia ambition. 
Levels this rage at thee. Attend us. Lords. 

{Exeunt Edgar, OrgOTt Gff. 
CHORUS^ ATHELWOLD. 
CHORUS. 
My Lord, the King is enter'd: ftand not thus 
In mute and Bxt difbi;&. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Away, away; 
What ! can a Man that thinks fuch thoughts as I dg 
Have pow'r (rf word or motion ? fpeafc to me i 
Inform me all. What faid ftie, when 1 left her? 
How came her Father tuther ? how did file 
Greet his arrival? Say, was ftie c<»npeU'd, 
Or did her free, and voluntary voice, 

Ten 
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TeU all the &OTyi Did fhe marfhal him. 
To this his deed of vengeance ? 

CHORUS. 

Deareft Mafteri * 

Elfrida told him not: hii own decdt 
Was his informer. Here the Earl arrived 
Early st morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds. 
All Kke an ancient, toil-worn travellert 
And with a tale told in fuch piteous ftrain, 
Fraught with fuch &d and mo^ng circumftanee, 
VTith woes fo well diflembled} that aur foftnefs 
Suffered him enter this clofe bow'r for reft. 
Which he adapting to his prying purpofe. 
Thence learnt the fecret. This our difobedience, 
Wcown— 

ATHELWOLD. 
Was my perdition. Yet 'tis wellj 
I blame ye not j it was HeaVn's juflice, Virginsj 
This brought him hither, this annuU'd your ^th. 
I do noc think,you purposM my deftniQioni 
But yetyou have dcftroy*d me. O Elfrida, 
And arc thou faithful ? Tlus my jealous eye 
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Thoughtit had markt fome Ipeck of change upon thcei 
Thought ic had found, what might have made th^ Jc^ 
Somewhat Irithin endurance. 'Tis not fo \ 
And this ehjr purity but fcrves t*3ugment 
The fum of my dtftradions. Meet me, Edgaii, 
With thy rws'd fword : be merciful and fudden-^ 

[Exit j6belw»kU 
CHORUS. 

O D E- 

Say, will no «4iite-rob'd Son <^ Ugh^ 

Swift-darting from his heav'nty height^ 
Here deign to take his hallow'd ftand} 

Here wave his amber locks •, unfold 

His pinions cbthM ynth downy gold t 
Here fmiling ftretch his tutelary wand? 

And you, ye hoft oS Saints, for ye have knowi^ 
Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 

Tho* now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of incxpreffive praiie, 

WUl not your train defcend in radiant ftatc. 
To break with Mercy's beam this gatheringcknidof Fate ? 
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*Ti3 lilence all. No Son of Light 
Darts Cirifcly from his hea/nly height; 

No train of radiant Saints ddcend. 
V Mortals, in vwi ye hope to 6ndj 
** If guilt, if fraud has ftainM your mind, 
** Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend.** 

So Truth proclaims. I hear the iacred Ibund 
Burft from the centre of her burning throne: 
. Where aye flic fits with ftar-wrcath'd luftre crown'd : 
A bright Sun clalps her adamantine zone. 
So Truth proclaims: her awful vovx I hear: 
With many a folemn paule it flowly meets my ear. 

** Attend, ye Sons of Men ; attend, and fay,** 

Does not eijough of my refulgent ray 
Bre^ thro* the veil of your mortality 1 
Say, does not reafon in tMs form defcry 

Onnumbei'd, nameleis glories, that furpafit 
The Angel's floatuig pamp, the Seraph's glomng grace ? 
Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
VTith me? Shall Ihe, whofe brighteft eye 

K4 But 
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But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
A\'hofe cheek but mocks the peaches blooiHi 
Whofe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Wbofe melting voice the warbling vroodlark's lays. 

Shall Ihe be deem'd my riral? Shall t form 
Of elemental drofs» trf" mould'ring clay. 

Vie with thefe charms imperial ? The poor wonr) 
Shall prove her contcft vain. Life's little day 
Shall pafs, and flie is gone : while I ^pear 
Flulh'd with the bloom of youth thro* Heav'n'3 etenia| 
year. 

Know, Mortals, knbw, ere firft y« ^rung^. 

Ere firft thefe orbs in asther hung, 
I Ihone amid the heav*nly throng. 

Thefe eyes beheld Cpeation's day. 

This voice began the choral lay. 
And taught Archangels their triumphant long. 

Pleas'd I furvey'd bright liature's gradual trirth, 
Saw in&nt Light with kindling luftre fpread. 

Soft vernal tiagraiKe clothe the Aof^ring earth. 
And Ocean heave on hia ezttxded bed) 

Saw 
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Saw Uie Call pine afpiring pierce the Skf, ! 

The tawny Lion lUlk, the rapid' Eagle &f. 

Ljft, Man arofe, ereft in youthful grace, 
Heav'o's hallowed im^e {tainpt.upon hJs face. 
And, at he role, the high bcheft mu ^n, 
*' That I alone of all the hoft of heav*n, 
. « Should reign Protearels of the godlike Y»uth.** 
Thus the Almighty %>ake : he Qiake and call'd me Truth. 
ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Banifhme! No. PUdie. For why fliould Life 
Remain a lonely lodger in that breall * 
Which Honor leaves defertcd? Idle breath! 
Thou can*ft not fill fuch vacancy. Be gone. 

This fword fhall free 

C H O R *U S. 
O Ihame to Fortitude! 
Shame to that manly pafllon, which infpires 
Its vigorous warmth, when the bleak blafb of Fate 
Would chill the IbuL O call the ready inrcue 
Quick CO thy aid, for Ihe is eva QCV dW) 
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Is ever prompt to fpread her fevcn&M Ihidd 
0*cr noble breaib. 

A^T H E L W O L D. 

And but o'er noble breaftss 
Not o'er the brwft which Uvid Infemy 
Indelibly has fpotted. O Ihame, (bame. 
Sword, rid me of the thought. 

CHORUS. 

Focbear, forbear i 
Think what a fea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling foul, who launches forth 
Unlicenc'd to Eternity. Tlynk, think i 
And let the thought reftnun thy im|nous hand. 
The race of Man is one vaft marfliall'd vmy, 
Summon'd to pafi the fpacious realms of Time, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poft ? when high in Air 
The chos'n Archangel rides, whofe right hand weilds 
Th^mperial ftandard of heav'n's providence, 
.Which, dreadly fweeping thro' the vaulted flcf; 
0*erfhadQwa all creation. 

ATHEL; 
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JlTHBLWOLtt 
• 1 was once 

T«, I wu once (1 have his royal word for't) 
A man of fuch xxfi fttth, fuch fteddy honor,' 
As mock'd all doubt and fcmplc— What a changel 
Now muft that unftain*d, Ttrgin charaOer. 
Be doom*d to grofs and houily proftitulion. 
Sating the lull of flanderi and bij wife. 
My chaRz Eiprida! O diftnaion, fKn 
1*11 fly to lave her. 

E D W I Ki 

Say, my dearelt Mafteri 
You rulh on infiant death. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I mean it, flawe. 
And would*ft thou hinder me ? 

EDWIN. 

Yes, Sir, I hold 
Tis duty to my king, and loVe to you. 
Thus taj:n>ole your entrance. 

atbelwold; 

yfiM, thoutninct 
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Thy pardon, Edwik, I forgot myfelf i 

Forgot, that I ftood here a banifh'd Nfanj « 

And that this gate was Ihut againft its Mafter. 

And yec thb gate leads to tnjr dear Elfiuda ; 

Caii it be barr'd to me? O Earth, cold Earth* 

Upon whofe breaft I caft this load t^ mi&'ry. 

Bear it awhjle; and you, ye aged Oaks, 

Ye venerable Fathcn of this wood. 

Who oft have xooYd beneath your arching fhadcs 

My humble anceftors, ofc feen them hie 

To your fpread umbrage, from yon fultry field. 

Their tceoe of bonell labour, fliade, ah! fhade. 

The laft, the wretchcdeft <^ all their race. 

I will not bng pollute ye; for I mean 

To pay beneath your confecratcd gloom. 

A lacrifice to honor, and the gbofti 

Of thoTe progenitors, who llemly frown 

On me their baie deJcendant. 

EDWIN: 

See, yeVii^iiu^ 
How Horror {hades his browj how fizt his e;ei 
Heav'iis) wliat defpair— 
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CHORUS. 

Edwin, *tis tvtr thus 
With notile tninds, if chance thejr Hide to folly t 
Remorfe ftings deeper, and relentlefs Confcience 
Pours more irf" gall into the bitter cup 
Of their fcvere repentance. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Tis rcfclv'd: 
rn enter and demand a fecond audience. 
And yet how vain ! ' Ere I can reach his ear. 
His ready tnun will flop me, and, with all 
The cruel punftuality of office. 
So prompt to a£l 'gainft fiillen &vorites, 

Difmifi me with reproof. Surely I heard her. 

Was't not Ei.FitiDA*3 voice? Tis (he herfclf. 
ELFRIDA, EDGAR, ATHELWOLD. 
O R G A R. CHORUS. 
E L F R I D A. 
No, 1 will once more clafp him to my bofom. 
I will not be ^thheld. I willo'ertake him. 
Will go with him to exile. Hah, my Hulband! 
59 quickly found ? They thought w teat me from thee i 
2 'But 
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But we will part no more. 

EDGAR. 

Take heed, Elprida» 
This ill-tim'd fondoels may recall the fitte 
I juft now freed lum from; who loves like me 
Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Tes, let me die I Death is my dearefi wifli. 
Quit me, Elfrida! leave me to my fate. 
Tis juft, *tis juft. Thus to my fijv'reign's iwoni 
Freply I bare my breaft. Stiike, mjur'd Prince i 
B^t do o0t banifh me. 

ELFRIDA. 

What, Athzlwols* 
I& then the life, on whole dear prefervation 
Elfrida's peace depends, not worth the iiiving? 
Die then. But ere thy murd'rer fbikes the ftroke« 
Let me inform him, that his a£t dcftroys 
No iingle life. 

EDGAR. 
By heav*n, Ifae bvcs the traitor 
Beyond all hope of. change— * 
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B L FR ID A. 
♦ No, Athslwolv; 

,Thou flulc not die. That paufe in royal Edoak 
Bcfpeaki forgivends. He will ibon relent j 
And mercy, flowing &om his gracious tongue^ 
Seal thy full pudon. Let ui Kned, my Lordi 
Seize the important moment^ kneel togethcri 
And, as thde fticaming eyes and lifted hands 
Employ each 9& oi £lent fupplication, 
Do thou recount— Ah! m^ thy modeft tongue 
Could never tell ev*n half the gallant Itory. 
Be filent then. Let Edgar's felf cefleAi 
Fot wtU I know his Meih'ty writes thy Virtues 
Upon its £ureft pagfr. Yes, let htm weigh 
AU thy paft deeds of loyalty and faith, 
Hjainll this lb light a feult. 

E D G A R; 

Solighta&ultl ■ 
Had he diflodg*d my richeft cofR;r*d treafurcs, 
Difpers'd fedttion's poi&n *mid my troops, 
X)t um*d with daring and rebellious hand 
yo (hatch theft regal honours from my brotf, 
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I fooQcr could have pardon*d. ' 

athelwold; % 

Ceafe* Elfrida.' 
My doom is juft — ^Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To banilhment. I do deferve to breathe, 
Deferve to bear ttus load of life about me. 
For many years ; to lengthen out my age, 
Lifl:*niog the hourly kncU of curft remembran(x^ 
Whofe leaden &rokc fhall tell to my fad (bul 
That I was &ithful once. 

E L P R I D A. 

O flinty Edoak; 
What! will this penitence not move thee? Know 
There u a rofe-lipM Ser^h fits on l^h, 
>Yho ever bends his holy ear to earth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Her folemn Gghs, to tune them to his harp. 
And ecl^o them in harmonies diWne 
Up to the throne f^ Grace. £v*n Heav'n is won 
By Penitence, and fhall Heav'n'a fubftitute. 
Shall Edcak. fcorn^^ 

ED: 
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£ D (2 A R. 
CeaiC} ceafe, thou beauteous pleader ! 
Ah far tt>o beauteous ! Wouldft thou gan thy fuit. 
Why glows that vermeil lip ? why rolls that eye 
Bright as the ray of Mom ? Why in each gcfture 
Such inexprelTive graces, but bccaufe 
lliejr're natiire all, and will not be conceal'd ? 
EUe fuFe each charm betrays him, and becomes 
An advocate, whofe Glent eloquence 
Pleads 'g^nfi thy voice, and foils its tuneful power. 
Trutor! was ^ the face which thy faUe tongue 
Fra£m*d as vulgar? This fuch common beauty 
As the ^ eye t^ Day beheld each hour 
In ev*ry clime he tighted ? Bafe dillembler. 
This inftant qmt our realm. 

B L P R I D A. 

O flay thee, Edcak, 
And once more hear me. At thy feet I fall 
As eameft, and diftitft a fupplicant, 
Ai e*er embraced the knees of Majcfty. 
(> fpare thy Country's gujtrdian, Edgar, fpare 
Thy clofcft, furcft friend. Let not one fault, 
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Cancel UlthouGmd, thoulimd i& of £utli. 
Uasl I fall to vaiDcft repetition. 
Grief, whelming grief drawnt all mjr &piltie>. 
And letrea me nought but tean. 

E D G A K, 

RHe, rile, EtriiisA. 
^ I, I It I D A. 

Shall he then lire? 

EDGAR. 
He fliall, he &hU> my &ir. 
If £> he quit the reaUn within the ^ace 
Our fentence limited. 

XLFR ID A. 
O ftop not thoK) 
That lintence wiD be death to Atuelwold. 
Think, for thou knoVft full well his gentle naturvt 
Can he fupport the rigour of this doom? 
Can he, who li/d but in thy.gtacious liniles. 
Who'd pine, if chance thofe fmiles a fiogle hour 
Were dealt him thriftily ; thinic, can he beat J 
The in&my of exile ib 

EDt 
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E D O X A. 
Hear me, Athblwold. 
Did t not fhowV on thy much-favour'd head 
My tbickeft honours, and with gift lb ready 
As out'run all requeft? Did I not hold thee 
Still in fuch open conHdence of fnendlhip> 
Such, love M— 

AtHELWOLD. 
Sooner flab me than repeat h. 
EDGAR. 
Yet give me hearing. I repeat not this 
To taunt or gall thee. On my foul thy worth 
nd o'ertop all thofe honours, and thy zeal 
Xept pace with my belt lore. Nor 'ull this Deed- 
But fuch a deed] look there, look on that face. 
Thou know*ft me, Athvlwold, haft ieen me gaze 
On a loft yielding fiur one, *till mine eye 
Shot flames. Perdition leize me, if this heart 
Knew Love 'oil now. 

ATHBL WOLD. 
I fee it phun, my Liege, 
Kor % I aught' to Icflen my Ofieocei 
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F7o, here I kneel. Oh! caft but on my mis'ry 
One kind foigmng gUnccj this ready fword 
Shall expiate alL 

E L F R I O A/ 
Ah! will you? mufthedie? 
EDGAR. 
No, fiay thee, Athelwold, and Iheath thy fwofdi 
I never yet (iave but this hour of rage) 
Deem'd thee my fulajcft. Thou wert ftill my friend; 
And, injur*d as I am, thou ftill art fuch : 
I do forego the word^ to banlfli thee 
Or feal thy death, tranfcends a fiiend's juft right. 

E L F R I D A. 
Ah generous deed! ah godlike goodnefs! Virgins, 
The king will pardon him. Wake each high note 
Of praife, and gratitude, teach Edoak's name 
To Harewood*s furthcft Echo. O my Sov'rdgn! 
What words can fpcak my thanks— 
E,DGAR. 

Nay, check thefc tranTports, 
Left, if I fee thee thus, my foul forget 
Its mUder purpofc. I will leave tlicc. Lady > 

Yet' 
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Tet firft my lips muft prefs this gende hand. 
And breathe one ibft figh of no common fervor. 
Now on, my Lords — ^Fair wonder of thy fex. 
Adieu. We'll ftraight unto our realm of Mercia. 
Yet firft, as was our purpofe, thro' this forcft. 
We'll chace the Qimble Roebuck i may the j^rt 
More plcafe us, than we hope. Earl Athklwold, 
Thou too muft join our trun. Follow us ftnugbt. 

lExitEdsoTt Cfff. 
A T H E L W O L D, 
I do, my Liege. Ei^frida, I have mu«h 
For thy lov*d ear, and have but one farewel 

To tell it all— And yet 

E L F R I D A. 
Ah loiter not. 
It may enrage. FareweL Be fure, take heed 
I come not in your talk} avoid ev^i thinking; 
Check ev'n the fighs of abfence. Hafte, my Earl, 
Oh hafte thee, as tbou Wft thy cdhftant wife. 

{Exit j^belwold. 
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OftGAR, ELPRIDA. CHOJLUS; 
O R G A R. 
Thy conlhnt Wjfe! ah, ftun of all thy race, 
Degcn'rate Girl! Henceforth be Orgak dc<;ip'd 
Of foft, and dove-like temper, who could fee 
A child of his ftoop to fuch vile ab^ernenr. 
And yet forbore juft wrath; fprborc tg draw 
That blood (he had defil'd from her me^ veins. 
But fure thou arc not mine; fome Elve or Fay9 
Did fpirit away my babe, and by curft charms 
Thee in her cradle plac*d. Nay hang not on me. 
Dry, dry thy tears, they Vc done their ofEcp amply, 
Edcar has pardon'd him. No, by my Earldom, 
I cannot think of maje%^ thus meanly. 
He'll yet avenge it: What if chance he fhould not^ 
That Aoipt not ttict I hgve 3^ hciit^ an ^rm, 
A fword can do me jufticef 

E L F R I D A. 

Ah ! my Lord, 
Are you ftill mercilefs? Alas, I hop'd^^ 

ORG A.R. 
Whatcould'ftthouhope,ELPRiDA? coukfft thou think 

I e'er 
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I ^<r would pardoq his vile perfidy 
Or thine ignobk Ibftnefs ? 

E L F R I D A. 

Dcareft Father, 
Frown not thus Stemlf on me. I would fun 
Touch your relenting lbul» fain win your heait 
To fatheriy fo^vcneis. For thro* life 
Tve oft had pleaCng proof how that fbi^ivenels 
Stoop'd to my fond perfualion. But I fear 
Perfuafion now has lefc me. My lad thoughts 
Are all on wing, all IbUomng Athelwold, 
Like unleen miniftring Ipirits :— Pardon, Sir, 
liiat frown IhaU check me, PU not mention him} 
I win but plead for my own weaknef», plead 
For that f<^ fympathy (^ foul, which you 
Deem bafe and ferrile. Bafe perhaps it might be. 

Were I of bolder fex. But I, alas » 

Ah pard(Mi me, if Nature ftampt me Woman ^ 
Gave roe a heart foft, gentle, prone to pity. 
And very fearful. Fearful, furc mth catifc 
At this dread hour, when if one haplefs word. 
One I^ break forth unbid, it may rekindle 
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The Monarch's rage — ^What has mf-fkiezxf tud I 
I've wander'd from my meaning. Deareft Virgins, 
My ralh tongue more inflames him. O afiift me. 
Ye are not thus oppreft with inward horror: 

Kneel, plead, pcrfuadc, convince . 

CHORUS. 

Alas, mjrmiftrefi. 
What may a fervant's accents do t'appexfe 
This furious Earl? 

O R G A R. 
Ye well may fpare them: Mudens, 
Know my firm foul's rcfolv*d, and be my heart •' 

As bafe as Athslwold's, if it foregoes 
■ The honeft rcfolutjon. Think what I, 
What Britain fu^s from this Traitor's fraud: 
Had Edgar took my daughter Ki his bed. 
Our Britilh Line, which now is doom'd to fink 
In vile fubje£tion, had agun aifum'd 
The pall of royalty, with half its power. 
In time perchance the whole. But this falfe Saxon 
Shall with his life repay me. Here I'll wait 
His Hrft retum> and in his own domun 

Gi«e 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



t'53l 

Give him fair combat. I have knovn the'rime 
When this good arm had hardihood enough 
For thrice his prowefi. What is loft thro* age, 
Mf jnft caufe fliall fupplyt and he ihatl hSi 
As did the trucor Oswalp, whofe bold tongue 
De&m'd me to King Athelstan: To the ground 
My Iharp launce nail'd the cutifi; 

[Exit Otxar. 

ELFJtID A. CHORUS. 
£ L F R I D A. 

Think, myliOfdy 
Will Athxlwold, will he enter thofe lifts. 
Where conqueft would be paifripide? Alas, 
He hears me noL Go, thou obduratx Man. 
A daughter's tears will but the more provoke thee. 
I will not follow him. N<^ poor EtFRiOA I 
All thou canlt 4o is here to ftand, and weep. 
And feel that thou art wretched. 
CHORUS. 

Deareft Miftitfi^ 
Reftrain this flood of ttus, perhaps*^ 
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Perlaps! 
Ah! mock tne not inth lu^es. 

CHORUS. 

We do not mnn jtt 
For Hept, ^* 'ii» pale Somn/i onljr cwdial. 
Has yet a dull and opiate quality, 
Eft^bliqg vhat it lulls. It fuits not you -, 
for, as wc fear— — 

EL F a ID A. 
£>o you coo fear? Alas! 
I flatter'd my poor Ibul that ^ its Fears 
Were Griefs diftcniper*^ coin;^, thtt my Lvv; 
Rus'd caufckfs appreheolions, aed at loigth 
Edoaa would quite fbi^ve. I do bethink me. 
My joy broke fiuth too ralhly. When they left us, 
^is fafety was not half fecur*d i my pleading- 
Was not half heard i I flwuld have fc^km'd ^oail, 
ClumM more full pardonj Ibr^d him to embrace 

CHORUS. 

We (ear that forrow more 

Than 

.....Cookie 



[ H$ 1 
Than Edgar's wge. We fear his fallen Virtue; 
Self-condemnation works tnoft ftronc^jr on him, 
Ev'n to Defpondency. £v*n at Im pardon. 
No joy flufh'd on lus chc«k> we mark'd him weD^ 
He &iew*d no fign of welcpme. No, he rook it 
As who Ihoyld fay, ** To g^ve me aught but Death 
" Is a poor boon uavrilh'd and unaccepted." 
Too much we fear he^ do fimte iqipiQUs Aft-^ 

E I. F R I D A. 
What, 00 his life > I thought I had explored 
Each various face of danger: ;this efo^'d me. 
How miis'd I thi^ ? It fuits hiq courage highly^ 
Suits too his fii*d remoyfe.— But yet he will no^ 
No, ATHZf-woiLD, thou wUt not kill ELraiDA. 

C J? O » U S. 
O may his love preferve him: may thefe ihades 
Receive him fbon in peace* To this bleft end 
Tou fure ihould ftrive to calm your Father's rage^ 
At leaft not fufier him, 9a npw, retired 
To bropd (^o* his neveogif. For know, Eltkida; 
Beneath the lilfat g^igia of Sq^tude 
Tb(^Patccc8nfitaiid%i)ei t!»|* mp^ Cjpfiet^t, 

CIS 
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Can keep the chearful tenor of her foul, 
Et^b in the loneiieft (hades i yet let not Wrath 
Approach, let black Revtpge keep fax aloof, 
^ iben they flame to Madnels. 

E L r R I D A. 

True, my Virpmj 
A^ttd me then: FU try each winning art: 
Tho* ill fuch art becomes me, yet I'll aim it.— 
Hark-^vhcnce that noife ? Iheardfomehaflyfootfleps. 

C H O R y §. 
O Heavens! 'tis Edwin. 

ELPRIDA, BDWIN, CHORUS. 
£ L r R I D A. 

Edwik, ahl that look 
Bcipeaks too well the horror of thy errand. 
TeUitmealL 

EDWIN. 
Alas!^^ 

£ L F R I D A: 

Nay, donotpaufe. 
Tdl it me all I think it will not kill me. 
Repeat each drcumftance. I'm ready, Edwin, . 

EVa 

■ oo^Tc 



Ev*n for the worft. 

EDWIN; 
Then hear that worft, ELFRfDA;. 
Soon As the flag had left yon wcftward thicket. 
The King cUTmiisM his Lords, each lev'ral wajrs» 
To their beft fpoit, bidding Earl Athelwold, 
Lord AanuLPH, and myfclf, attend his perfon. 
Thus parted from the reft, the Monarch picrc*d 
A darkling dell, wMch opened in a Lawn 
Thick let with elm around. Suddenly here 
He tum'd his fteed, and cry'd, " This place befits 
•• Our ^ffpofc welL" 

E L F R I D A, 

Purpofc! whatpurpofe, Evwin? 
Twas predetermined then, diilembUng tyrant! 
Hfvw could I truft, or hope*^— 

E D W I K. 

Yet give me hearing: 
Thus with a grave compofure, and calm eye. 
King Edoar. Ipake. Now hear me, Athelwold; 
Thy King has pardon'd this thy trait'rous aA: 
From all difloyal bafenefs to thy prince 

Thou 
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Hum fland*ft ablblv'dt yet, knovr, there ffifl remahu 
Somewhat to cancel more. As man co niaa. 
As fiiend to friend, now, Atbelwold, I call thee 
Straight «> defend thy Fife with thy good IwoixL 
Nay, snfwcr not) defimd* it gdlantly. 
If thy ahn proliwr, this my ^ng tongue 
Shall paidon thee, and blefi thee. If thou fall'ft. 
Thy parting breath muft to my rig^t refign 
Elfrida's beauties. At tKe word, both drew, 
Both fought} but Athelwold's was iU-play*d pdlEott* 
He aim'd his Adchion at the Monarch's head; 
Only to leave his own brave breaft defencdeis. 
And on the inftant Edcar.% npid fword 
Pienfd my dear mafer*s heaiT. Me fell to earth. 
And, felling, cry'd, « This wound attoiies for all. 
** Edgar, thus full aveng'd, vnH pardon me, 
** And my true wife with chaAe, connubial teart, 
•• Embalm my memory.** He fmil'd, and dy*d, 

E L F R I D A. 
Nay, come not round me, Vii^gtos, nor fuppAt mC' 
X do not fwoon, nor weep. I call not hea/n 
Tavenge my wretchednefi. I do not mlh 

Thif 
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This tynnt^s had nwjr wither wHh cold polficl. 
Mo, I am very patient Heav*n ii juft! 
And, whea th^ meafure of hb Crimea u fiiB, 
'Will bare its red right arm* and Uunce its Egfatningti 
Till then, ye elements, reft: and thou, finh Earth, 
Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this Monfler 
Stalk his due time on thine affrighted {ur&ct^ 
Yea let lum ftill gofoaj ftill encute 
Uis OkYi^ purpo&s, and daily make 
More widows weep, as I do. Fodifli Eyei! 
Why flow yc dies unbtddeo i What have tidan 
To do with grief Tike mine? 

CHORUS; 

Hdp, help, my Sftors, 
To bear her t» th«caftie. 

OROAR, ELPRIDA BDWIN, CHaRl^$. 
. O R G A R. 

Aslpafi, 
Methaughc I haard a finod of bud lament^ 

B L P R. I D a; 
k not my fiuher there? 

Withhold 
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WitKIijld mc not; m &I1 at his deaf ftrt. 
C S.r! Lclicl'i your child thus lowly proftratej 
Avc'ige her wrongs, avenge your poor ELFkiDA, 
Your helpleis, vidow*d Daughter. 
O R G A R. 

VTidoVd Daughter t 
Whatisheflain? 

£ L P R I i^ 
Inhofpitably butchei'd} 
The Tyrant* lavage lelf— Stand you thus cool? 
Where is the Briuifa fpirit, where the fire 

Of Belin's ««? O fooliflinefs of grief I 

Alas, I had forgot; had Edgar Ipar'd him. 

That ftrord, to ^ich my madnefs call'd for veogeanc^ 

Ere long was meant to do the bloody deed. 

And make the murder parricide. Have I 

No &icDd to do me right? 

Q R e A R. 

Thou ha£t, my Child » 
I am thy friend, thy Either. Truft my care.. 
Edviv, • word. Retire, my deareft Daughter* 
VIcpss^ condud her in, 
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E L F K I O 4; 

My Father, No. 
VHiat do ^ do ? I muft not be vithbeld< 
rU to yoa bloody grove, tod ck^ my Hiilbu^ , 
My murdered Hulband. Why reftrain me. Sir I 
Can' my iad eye dart fire thro* hii cold breaft. 
And light up life anew? 

^ R G A R, 

Go In, my child. 
And leek Tranquillity. 

E L F R I O A. 
Tcanquillity I 
I know her well) the is Death's pale^ey'd lificrt 
She's now in yonder gnnre dofing the lids 
Of my poor Athklwold. That office done. 
She'll bear his foul upon her gentle plumes 
Up to the realms of Joy. Ill fiallow them: 
I know he'd hare it fo: He^l not be bleft, 
Ey'a on his throne of blifi, till I am with him. 

CHORUS. 
This way, my deaitft Miftre^. 



EL- 
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E L F R I D a: 

Hold» nay hold; 
Croud not around me. LiCt me paufe a while. 
Albina, thou alone Ihak join my mu'ty; 
I've much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on, thou gentle mud) thy fingle arm 
Shall prop my trembling frames thy fi^k voice 
Speak peace, to my affli^ions. 

[Exit with the princifd VirpH, 
ORGAR, EOWIN, SBMICHORU9. 
O R G A R. 

On your lives, 
VirginS} let no difturbing ftep approach her. 
Say, Edwik (for I gne& 'twas you that bnxig^f 
Tbefe tidings Mther) where was royal Edgar, 
When Ute you left him? 

B D W I N: 

At my nu(bi^ fide 
Repentant of the ftroke. 

O R G A R. 

pMnes he not bfclc 
ToHamrood? 

SE- 
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S E M I C H O R U S. 
Hea.v*n fo^idl £i.prii»a*s brata 
'Would madden at the light. 

O R G A R. 

Miftake not. Virgins j 
I did not mean it this dUtrdiful hoitf 
The King Jhould fee my daughter. 

aEMICHORUS. 

No, for pity. 
Do not profane thas &bb«th of her grief. 
O be her fbrrow lacredl 

O R O A 2. 

Fear not, Virginai 
Her peace is my beft caKi and, to cnfure it* 
I'll haite this inftant, by young Edwin's guidance. 
To find the Monarch. Some four miles from Harewood 
Stands old Eg&irt*s caftle, my &ft Aiend. ' 
With him will I perfuade the King to fojourn, 
*Till my child's grief abate > that too to fpeed 
Be it your bufinels. Virgins. Watching ever 
Each happy interval, when your foft tongues 
May hint his praifei, 'till by pra£tice won 

M 2 5he 
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She bear their fuller blazon. Elfrid's wel£ue 
Requires this friendly office at your hands ^ 
And Edgar's virtues bear fucb genuine lufire. 
That Truth itfclf dircaa^— 

{Exit Orgar. 

SEHICHORt7S. 

As Truth dircAs, 
So only (hall we a&. .This day has fliewn 
What dire efiefts await its violation. 
Straight is the road of Truth, and plaint 
And, tho' acrofs the facred way 
Ten thouland erring footfteps ftray, 
Tis ours to walk direct. 
And, with C^ caution drcumfpeA, 
Face flowly through the Iblemn fcene. 

[7*^ prineipai J^in retinut 

SBH] CHORUS. 
Has Okqak. left the grove? 

8BMICHORU8. 

He has, my lifter. 

6EMICHORUS. 
Then hear, and aid £LfKiDA*s laft relblve, 
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"Who takes tlie only way ftern Fate has left 
Tb &rc her plighted fiuth for ever pure 
To her dead Athelwold. 

SEMICHORUS: 

Forbid i^ Patience; 
Forbid it, that fubtniffiTe calm of foul. 
Which teaches meek-ey'd Piety to finite 
Beneath the icoui^ of Heav*ii. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Ye need not fear it. 
She means not fdf-deftruftion. Thanks to heav'n. 
Huge and o'crbcaring as her mis'ry is. 
It cannot fo obliterate from her breaft 
The written rule of duty. Her pure Soul 
Means, on the tnftant, to devote itfelf 
To heav'n and holincfs, Aflift her ftraight, 
Left Edgar's prefence, and her Father's rage 
Prerent the Weft intention. See, ihe comes. 
Kneel on each fide, devoutly kneel around her; 
And breathe fome pray*r in high and folemn ftrains. 
That Angels -from th«r thrones of light may hear, 
And ratify her vow. 

M3 E L- 
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ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
[Elfrida knitls^ and the Virgitu dividt into two Tncfs.^ 
SEMICH0RU8. 
Hear, Angels, hear. 
Hear from thtSc nedier thrones of Light { 
And O! in golden chara&ers record 
Each firm, immutable} inmiortal word. 
Then wing your folemn flight 
Up to the heav'a of hcw'tti, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
'Mid the dread records of Eternity, 
ELFRID A. 
Hear firit, that Athelwold's liul widow fwear» 
To rear a haflow'd Convent o'er the place. 
Where ftrcam'd his blood : there will Ibe weep thro' Ufa 
Immur*d with thii chafte throng of Virginsi then 
Each day Ihall fix times hear her full-vmc'd Chc»r 
Chaunt the daw requiem o*er her martyred Lord{ 
There too, when Midnight loun with awful gloom. 
She'll rife oblcrvant of the iHted call 
Of waking Grief, bear the dim livid taper 
Along the winding ifles, and at the altar 
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KUs ev'ry pale ihrine with her cremUlng lips, 
Frcls the cold ftonc with h^r bent knee, and call 
On Hunted Athelwold. 

SEMICfiORUS, 

Hear, Angels, hear. 
Hear from thefe nether thronei <^ L^ht i 
And O! in golden charsders record 
Each firm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then mng your folcran flight 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
*Mid the dread records of Eternity. 
E L F R I D A. 
Hear next, that Athelwold's fad widow fwears 
Never to violate the holy, tow 
She to his truth firft plighted i fwears to bear 
The fbbcr finglenefs of Widowhood 
To her cold grave. If from this chafte refolve 
She even in thought (hould fwerve; if gaudy pomp. 
Or flatt'ring greatnefs e*cr Ihould tempt one with 
To ftray beyond this purpofei may that heav'n. 
Which hears this vow, puni(b its violation, 
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As heavenly juftice ought. 

CHORUS. 

Hear, Angds, hear. 
Hear from theie nether thrones of light i 
And O! in golden chanSvn record 
Each fim)} immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your folemn flight 
Up to the hcav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
'Mid the dre^ records of Eternity. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

CARACTACUS, King of the SUures, baving hem 
defeated by Ostorius, the Roman Prtefelij bis 
^een taken prifgner., and bis Son (as it is fuppofed) either 
fiaitt or fiedi retired with bis only Daugbtery and took 
fanduary amongjl the Druids in Mona. Ostorius, 
after tbe battle., leaving garrifons in the conquered country, 
marcbed to fubdue tbe nertbem part of Britain, and led 
bis troops to tbe frontiers of tbe Brigantes, then governed 
by CaRtismanoua. This S^eny dreading tbe viSorious 
Mfflry, made a truee witb bim^ one of tbe conditions tf 
Vfbicb was, that fbe jbould effifi tbe Romans in fecuri/^ 
the Britifh Ki^, that be might be carried to Rome t0 
grace tbe trim^b of Claudius. She accordingly gave t^ 
ber two Sons as HofiageSy to be ftnt tbemfelves to Rome, 
in cafe tbey did not feduee Caractacus from bit Sane- ■ 
tuary, to which place they were to be accompanied by 
AuLus Dipius, catd a fufficient force, to effe^ that dejign. 
Tbe Drama opens on their arrival in tbe cenfecrated 
grove, a little before midnight, and about tbe time when 
tbe Druids, who form the Chorus, 'were preparing 
the ceremonial of Caractacus'j admiffion into their order. 
Tbe two Princes are feized as ^es, and the incidents, 
confe^uent upon this, form what is called tbe Episode 
oftbepiece, Tift^ExoDE, w Catastrophe, isprepared 
by the comity of Arvikacvs the King's fon, who, baving 
efcaped itntb life in tbe late battle, bad employed tbe inter- 
me^e time in privately eolieSing bis F/^ber^s fcattered 
forces, to pat him c^ain in a conation of facing the enemy. 
Uis bravery, in defending ^' Pother and the Druids, 
tccafions the PztiiPETiA, or change of fortune; and his 
death, witb the jhtal captivity of Caractacvs, ^00- 
ckdes the Tragedy, 
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Persons of the Drama. 

AuLus DiDius, the Roman General, 

S- Sons of Cartisuakova. 
Elidurus J , 

* Chorus, <^ Drvids and Bards. 

Caractacus. 

Evelina, Daughter to Caractacits, 

Arviracds, Son to Caractacus. 

SCENI, MONA. 



* The Dranwric ptrt of the Chonu U fuppoTcd to be thkHy 
fgoken by Ac Principal Dnitd; the Lyrical psri fang by the Buds. 
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CARACTACUS, 

A 

DRAMATIC POEM. 



AULUS DID I US* vith Romans. 
ri^ H I S u the fecret centre of the ifle: 

Here, RcHnans, paule, and let the eye of weoder 
Gaze OD the Cblemn SxfiCi behold yon oak> 
Ham flem he frowns, and with his broad bronm armft 
Chills ii>t paie plain beneath him: marie yon altar. 
The daik ftream brawling round its nigged baie, 
The& cli^ thefe yawning caverns, this wide circus^ 
Skirted widi unhewn Itone : they awe my £)u^ 
As if the very Genius of the place 
Himfelf appeaT*d, and with terrific tread 
Stalk*d through his drear domun. And yet, my fiiends, 
(If Ikapes like his be but the fancy's coinage) 

%ircly 
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Surely there is a hidden pover« that reigns 
*Mid the lone majefty of untamM nature, 
C<Hitroi^g ibber retibn; tell me elfe, 
iWhjr do thcfe haunta of barb'rous fupeilBtion 
O'ercome me thus? I fcorn them, yet they awe raet 
Call forth the British Princes: in this gloom 
I mean to fchool them to onr eoterprizc. 

{EtUtr VelUnus and EUJurus, 
AUL.US DIDIUS, VELLINUS. BLIDURUS. 
Ye plfliiges dear of Cartism audit a*s foith. 
Approach ! and to mine uninftruCted ear 
Explan diis fcene ^ honor. 

£ L I D V R U 8. 

Daring Soman, 
Know that chou ftaA(Pft on coo&crated gtoood: 
Thefe mighty |iales c^ mogic-jrfanied rock, 
' Thus nmg'd in myftic CKxkr> nuric the plact 
Where biju at times of holieft feftinU 
The Dm id leads his tnun. 

AULUSDtDIUS. 

WbeiedweUi the iter? 

VEIr 
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VBLLXNUS. 
In yonder ihtggj care ; on which the moon 
Now iheds a fidc-kog g^eam. His btothcriiood 
Fc^els the ndghb'ring difis. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Yet up the HO 
Mine eye dcfcria a diftant rei^ of caves, 
Ddv'd in the ridget of the cr^gy fteep: 
And diU way ftill another. 

E L I D U R U S. 
On the left 
Ucilde the Sagea fkill'd in Nature's lore: 
The changeful univerie, its numbersi powers* 
Studious they meafitfe, favc when meditation 
Givts place to holy rites: then in the grove 
Each hath his rank aiul ftinftion. Vonder grots 
Are tenanted by Bards* who n^htly thence, 
Rob'd in their flowing vefts of innoceiu wlutc» 
Defcend, with baips that glitt» to the n^a, 
Hymnii^ immortal ftrains. The fpirits of aitf 
Of earth, of water, nay of heav*n itlelf. 
Do lilten to thnr hyi and oft, ^ds fud. 
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tfk vilibfe flupcs danoe they a ma^c round 
Tb the high minftrclfy. Now, if thine eye 
Be ikted with the view, hafte to thy fhipi i 
And ply thine oan ; for, if the Druids letni 
This bold intrufion, thou wUt find it hard 
To foil dieir fvtry, 

AULUSDIDiVS. 
Prince, I did not moor 
My light-arm*d fhallops on this dangerous ftrand 
To Iboth a fruitlefi curiofity : 
I come in queft of proud CARACTACtrsj 
Who, when our veterans put his troops to fitgh^ 
Found refbge here. 

ELIDURUS. 
If here the Monarch rcfts, 
Frefumptuous Chief! thou might'ft as well eflay 
To pluck him fixun yon ftarst Earth's ample range 
Contains no furerrejugc; xindemeath 
The Ibil we tread, a hundred fccret pathaj 
5cQop*d thro^ the living rock in winding nuzc^ 
Xjcad to as many caverns, dark, and deep: 
In which the hoary fages aft their rites 

Myfteriou^ 
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Myfterious, rites of fuch ftrange potency. 
As, done in open day, would dim the fun, 
Tho* chron'd in noontide brightnefs. In fuch dens 
He may for life lie hid. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

We know the taflc 
Moft difficult: yet has thy royal mother 
FurnHh'd the means. 

ELIDURUS. 

My mother fa/ft thou, Roman f 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
In proof of that firm £itith fhe lends to Rome, 
She gave you up her honour's hoftages. 
ELIDURUS. 

She did: and we fubmiL 

AULUSDIDIUS. 

To Rome we bear you j 
From your dear country bear you; from your joys, 
Yourloves,yourfriendIbip8,allyourfouh hold precious. 

ELIDURUS. 
And doft thou taunt us, Roman, with our fate ? 

N AU- 
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AULUS DIDIUS. 
No, Youth, by heav'n, I would avert that fate. 
■Wilh yc for liberty? 

VELLINUS, ELIDURUS. 
More than for life. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
And would do much to gain it? 

VELLINUS. 

Nanje the talk. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
The talk is eafy. Haftc ye to thefe Druids : 
Tell them ye come, commiffion'd by yoiir Queen, 
To feck the great Caractacus-, and call 
His valour to her aid, againlt the Legions, 
Which, led by our Ostokius, now ai^l 
Her frontiers. The late treaty flie has feal'd 
Is yet unknown : and this her royal fignet. 
Which more to malk our purpofe was obtain'd. 
Shall be your pledge of faith. The eager king 
Wai gladly take the charge i and, he confenting. 
What' elfe remains, but to the MeinaTs flfbre 
Yc lead his credulous ftep? there will we feize him: 

Bear 
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Bear him to RomCa the fubftitute ibr you. 
And gire you back to freedom. 

V E L L I N U s. 

If the Druids — 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
If they, or he, prevent this artifice. 
Then force mull take its way: then flaming brands. 
And biting axes, weitded by our foldiers, 
Muft level thefe thick fhades, and fo unlodge 
• The lurking lavage. 

ELIDURUS. 
Gods, fhall Mona perilh f 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Princes, her ev*ry trunk fhall on the ground 
Streteh its gigantic length} unlefs, ere dawn. 
Ye lure this untam'd lion to our tdls. 
Go then, and profper^ I (hall to the fliips. 
And there exped his coming. Youths, resiember. 
He muft to Rome to grace great Casab.'s uiumpb! 
C^SAR and Fate demand him at yoxir hand. 

{EiteMt Auks Di^ut and JRmaru. 

N a EhU 
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ELIDURUS, VELLINUS. 
E L t D U R U S. 
And mil heav*n fu&rit? Will the juft gods. 
That tread yon ipanglcd pavement o'er our heads. 
Look from their flty and yield him? Will thefe Druids, 
Their lage vicegerents, not call down the thundeij 
Andvill not ioftanc its hot bolts be darted 
In fuch a righteous caufe ? Yes, good old king. 
Yes, lafl: of Britons, thou art heav'n*s own pledge j 
And flult be fuch till death. 

VELLINUS. 

What means my brother? 
Doft thou refule the charge ? 

ELIDURUS. 

Doft thou accept it? 

VELLINUS. 
ft gives us liberty. 

ELIDURUS. 

It makes us traiton. 
Gods, would Vellihvs do a deed of balenels ? 

■ VELLINUS. 
Will Elidurus fcom the proffer'd boon 
Of freedom? E L I- 
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ELIDURUS. 
Yes, when fuch its guilty price. 
Brother, I Ipurn it. 

VELLINUS. 
Go then, fooUfli boy! 
I'll do the deed m^fclf. 

ELIDURUS. 
Itfliatlnotbe: 
I will procIiMm the fraud. 

VELLINUS. 

Wilt thou? *tis well. 
Hie to yon care; call loudly on the Druid; 
And bid him drag to ignominious death 
The partnsr of thy blood. Yet hope not thou 
To Tcape ; for thou didft ycAn my impious fteps ;- 
Therefore his wrath IhaH curie thee: thou flult live^ 
Yet (halt thou live an intcrdiftcd wretdi* 
All rights of nature cancellM. 

ELIDURUS. 

OVlLLlKirS! 

Rend not my foul : by heav'n thou know'ft I love thee. 
As fervently as brother e'er lov'd brother: 

N 3 And, 
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And, loving thee, J thought I lov*d mine honour; 
Ah! do not wake, dear youth, in this true brcaft 
So fierce z conflict. 

V E L L I N U S: 
Honour*s voice commands 
Thou (hould'ft obey thy mother, and thy queen. 
Honour and Holinefs alike confpire 
To bid thee fave thefe confecrated groves 
From Roman devaftation. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Horrid thought! 
Hence let us hafte, ev'n to the fiirthelt nook 
Of this wide ifle; nor view the faailege. 

VELLINUS. 
No, let us ftay, and by our profperouff art 
Pr^ent the facrilege. Mark me, my brother. 
More years and tnore eiqxrience have matur'd 
My fober thought; I will convince thy youth. 
That this our deed has cv'ry honeft &ndion 
Cool reaibn may demand. 

ELIDURUS. 

To Rome with reafbn: 

Try 
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Try if 'twill bring her deluging ambition 
Into the level courfc of right and juftice : 
Try if 'twill tame thefe infolen^ invaders ; 
Who thus, in favagenefs of conqueft, claim 
Whom chance of war has fpar'd. Do this, and profper. 
But, pray thee, do not reafon from my foul 
Its inbred honefty: that holy flame, 
Howe'er eclips'd by Rome's black influence 
In vulgar minds, ought ftiU to brighten ours. 

VELLINUS. 
Vain uUcer, leave me. 

E L I D U R U S. 

No, I wiU not leave thee: 
I muft not, dare not, in thefe perilous fliades. 
Think, if thy fraud fliouJd fail, thefe holy men. 
How will their juftice rend thy trait'rous limbs ? 
If thou fucceed'ft, the fiercer pangs of cbnfcience. 
How will they ever goad thy guilty foul? 
Mercy, defend us ! fee, the awful Druids 
Are ifluing from their caves: hear'ft thou yon fignal? 
Lo, on the inftant all the mountun whitens 
With Ilow-defcending Bards. Retire, retire i 

N 4 This 

L,r,i,z..tv Google 



[ 184 ] 

• This is the hour of iacrifice: to ftay 
Is death. 

VELLINUS. 
ril wait the clofing of their rites 
In yonder rale: do thou> as likes thee beft. 
Betray, or aid me. 

ELIDURUS. 
To betray thee, youth. 
That love forbids^ honour, alas! to aid thee. 

lExeunf. 
Enter CHORUS. 
SEMICHORUS. 
Sleep and Silence reign around; 
Not a night-breeze wakes to bbwj 
Circle, fons, this holy ground; 
Circle clofe, in triple row. 
And, if mafk'd in vapours drear. 
Any earth-born Spirit dare 
To hover round this facred fpace, 
Hafte with light IpeUs the murky foe to chace. 
Lift your boughs of vervain blue. 
Dipt in cold September dew; 

' And 
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And dafli the moifture chafte, and clear. 
O'er the ground, and thro* the air. 
Now the place is purg'd and pure. 
Brechrcti! faj, for this high hour 
Are the milk-white ftcers prepar*d? 
Whofe necks the nide yoke never fcar*d. 
To the fiirraw yet unbrokc? 
For fuch muft bleed beneath yon oak. 

SEMICHORUS. 
Dniid, thele, in order meet. 
Are all prepared. 

SEMICHORUS. 

But tell me yet, 
Cadwall ! did thy ftep profound 
Dive into the cavern deep, 
Tirice twelve fathom under ground. 
Where our fage fore-others deep ? 
Thence with reverence haft thou bom. 
From the confecrated cheft. 
The golden fickle, fcrip, and veft* 
Whilom by old Belinus worn? 
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S&MICHORUS; 
Dtnid, thcfe, in order mcel^ 
Are all prepar'd. 

5EMICH0RUS, 
But tell me yet. 
From the grot of charms and fpclls. 
Where our matron fitter dwells, 
Brekhus ! has thy holy hand 
Safely brought the druid wand; 
And the potent adder-Hone, 
Gender*d 'fore th' autumnal moon? 
When, in undulating twine. 
The foaming fnakcs prolific join j 
When they hife, and when they bear 
Their wond'rous egg aloof in alrj 
Thence, before to earth it fell. 
The Druid, in his hallow'd pall. 
Receives the prize; 
And inftant flies, 
FoUow*d by th' cnvenom*d brood. 
Till hf crofs the cryftal flood. 



SE. 
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SEMICHORUS: 
Druid, thefe, in order meet. 
Are all prepar'd. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Then all's compleat. 
And DOW let ntnc of the feleded band, 
Whofe greener years befit fuch ftation beft. 
With wary circuit pace around the grove : 
And guard each inlet j watchful, left the eye 
Of bufy curiofity pro^e 
Pry on our rites : which now muft be as clofc 
As done i'th'rcry central mtmb of earth. 
Occafion claims itj for Caractacus 
This night demands adniiffion to our train. 
He, once our king, while ought his power avul'd 
To (ave his country from the rod c£ tyrants. 
That duty paft, docs wifely new retire 
To end his days in fecrecy and peace; 
Druid with Druids, in thb chief of groves, 
Ev*!! in the heart of Mona. See, he comes I 
How awful is his port I mark him, my friends! 
He looks, as doth the tower, whofe nodding walls. 

After 

Doiizc^bv Google 



[ 188 ] 

After the conflict c£ hcavVs angry boles, 
Ftown with a dignity unmark'd before, 
Ev'n in its prime of ftrength. Health to the kingF 
CARACTACUS, EVELINA, CHORUS. 
CARACTACUS. 
This holy place, mcthinks, doth.. this night wear 
More than its wonted gloom: Druid, thcfe groves 
Have caught the difmal colouring of my foul. 
Changing their dark dun garbs to very fable. 
In pity to their gucft. Hail, hallow*d oaks! 
Hail, Britilh bom! who,'l^ of Britifh race. 
Hold your prinurval rights by nature's charttri 
Not at the nod of Casar. Happy forefters. 
Ye wave your bold heads in the liberal air} 
Nor alk, for privilege, a pnetor's edidt 
Ye, with your tough and intertwifted roots, 
Grafp the firm rocks ye fprung from ; and, ere£t 
In knotty hardihood, ftill proudly fpread 
Your le^ banners *gainft the tyrannous north. 
Who Roman like affails you, TcU me, Druid, 
Is it not better to be fuch as theic. 
Than be the thing I am ? 

C H O- 
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CHORUS. 

To be the thing. 
Eternal wiitkun wills» is ever beft. 

CARACTACUS. 
But I am loft to that predelBn'd ufe 
£ternal wifdom will'd, and fitly therefore 
May wiih a change of being. I was bom 
A king; ^d Heav'n, who bade thefe wairior oaks 
Lift their green Ihields againll the fiery fun. 
To fence their fubjetft plain, did mean, that I 
Should, with as firm an arm, prote£b my people 
Againft the peftiknt glare of Rome's ambition. 
Z fail'd; and how I fiul'd, thou know*(t too well; 
So does the babbling world: and therefore, Druid, 
I would be any thing lave what I am. 

CHORUS. 
See, to thy with, the holy rites prepar'd. 
Which, if heav'n frown not, confecrate thee Dnitd: 
See to the altar's bafe the vidlims led. 
From whofe free-gufiiing blood ourfelf Audi read 
Its high behefts ; which if af&nting found, 
Thele hands around thy cihakn limbs fhall wrap 

The 
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The vcft of fanftityj while at the aft 
Yon white-rob'd bards, fwecping their folemn harps. 
Shall lift their choral warblings to the fliies, 
And call the gods to witnefs. Mean while. Prince, 
Bethink thee well, if ought on thb vain earth 
Stilt holds too firm an union with thy foul, 
£{tranging it from peace. 

CARACTACUS. 

I had a queen : 
Bear with my weaknefs, Druid ! this cough bre^ 
Muft heave s figh, for flic is unrereng^d. 
And can I taite true peace, fbe unrweng*d i 
So chaAe, fo lov*d a queen? ah, EtelihaI 
Hang not thus weeping on the fedbli arm 
That could not fave thy mother. 

£ V E L t N A. 

To hang thus 
Softens the pang of grief} and the fweet thought, 
That a fond £hher ftiU fupports his child. 
Sheds, on my penfive mind, fuch foothing balm. 
As doth the blefling of thefe pious feers, 
ViThcn mott they wifla our weliaK. Woidd to heav'ft 
Adaug^ 
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A daughter's prefencc could as much av^ 
To eafe her ftther*s woes, as hia doth mine. 

CARACTACUS. 
Ever mofi: gentle! c(Mne unto my bdbm: 
Dear pattern of the precious prize I loft, 
Jjofk, fo inglorious loft; my frifvids, thefe eyes 
Did fee her torn from my defenceleis camp; 
Whilft I, hemm'd roimd by Iquadrons, could not (ave her : 
My bc^, ftill nearer to the darling pledge. 
Beheld her Ihrieking in the ruffian's arm; 
Beheld, and fted. 

EVELINA. 
Ah! Sir, forbear to wound 
My brother's funej be Bed, but to recall 
His fcatter'd finxxs to purfue and iavc her. 

CARACTACUS. 
Daughter, he fled. Nov, by yon gradoiu nuxui* 
That riling faw the deed, and infbmc hid 
Her bluflung face in twilight's dulky veil. 
The flight was parricide. 

EVELINA; 

Indeed, indeed, 

I know 
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I know him vftliantj and not doubt he fell 
*MId flaughter'd thouGuids of the haughty foCj 
Viftim to filial love. Arviragus, 
Thou hadil no lifter near the bloody 6eld, 
Whofe forrowing fcarch, led by yon orb of night. 
Might find thy body; wafli with tears thy wounds; 
And wipe them with her hair. 

CHORUS. 

Peace, virgin, peace: 
Nor thou, fad prince, reply i whatever he is. 
Be he a captive, fugitive, or corie. 
He is what hea/n ordun'd: thefe holy grovci 
Permit no exclamation *agunft heav'n*s mil 
To violate their echoes: Patience, here. 
Her meek hands folded on her modeft breaft» 
In mute fubmiflion lifts th* adoring eye, 
£v'n to the fiorm that wrecks her. 

EVELINA. 

Holy Druid, 
If ought my erring tongue has faid pollutes 
This facred place, I from my foul abjure it. 
■And will thefe lips bar with eternal iilence, 

Rather 
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Rather than Ipeak a word, or a^ a deed 
Unmeet for thy f^ daughters } blefllng firft 
This hallowed hour, that takes me &om the world. 
And joins me to their fobcr fifterhood. 

CHORUS. 
Tis wHeljr ^d. See, Princx, this prudent maid. 
Now, while the ruddy flame of fparkling youth 
Glows on her beauteous cheek, can quit the world 

Without a figh, whilft thou 

CARACTACUS. 

Would favc my queen 
From a tafe ravilherj would wifii to plunge 
This falchion in his breaft, aoid lo avenge 
Infulted royalty, O holy men I 
Ye are the fons of piety and peace } 
Ye never felt the fliarp vindiftivc fpur. 
That goads the injut'd warrior; the hot tide. 
That fluJhes crimfon on the confcious cheek 
Of him, who burns for gloryj elfe indeed 
Ye much would pity me: would curfe the fate 
That coops me here inaftive in your groves, 
Robs me of hope, tells me this trufty fteel 
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Moft never deane one Rcq^aq Ifielfn Zf^i 
Nercr avenge my qmwfc. PW ftw ipy awt(> 
c B Q « y «. 

rns heav'n's high will— —» 

CAH^GTACVS. 

Ikopif it, teytrendftther^! • 
*Tis hea[v*n's Ingh wiU» that ttiffe poor 9ifgfi ryes' 
ShaU nev^r ii^tore bchotd ;hat ytFtvous w^^vm, 
To whom my youth was cqnftap^ 'twas fae^ye^C^ ni4 
To take her from me at that vofy bpur. 
When beft her iQve mJight footh me; that black hour, 
[May memoiy ever raze ic fro^ her recorda} 
When all my fqua4ron9 6cd, and left thw kios 
Okl and deftncdels: hifii, who nine whole years 
Had- taught them how to Qooquer: Yes, toy fticnd^* 
For »ine whole years agaioft the ifita of rajune 
I led my veterans, oft tQ notary. 
Never 'till then b> Ihame. Bear with me, Piui^, 
I've door: begin the rites. 

CHORUS. 

Q would to he^B 
A fr^me of mind, mu-e fitted to the& rif^ 

Fbflcft 

D,.„.... Cookie 



I; 19a 1 

Pofleft thcf. Piincfl that HefigfWton m«ek. 

That dore*ffi Pace, htndimlcl of SsofUty. 

Approach'd this «ltsr with thcej 'ftead of thcfe* 

See I not gaunt Rev«nge. enlknguin'd Slaughter, 

And mad Ambition, clinging to thy foul. 

Eager to fsatch thn back to their domun. 

Back to a t^ wd Deferable world t 

■Whofe miferf , and vanity, tho* try'd. 

Thou itiU hoM'ft dearer than ihtfe fokmn (hades. 

Where Quiet rngns with Virtue? Try we yet 

What Holindi ^a do! for much it can : 

Much is the patency vS pious prayer: 

And much the facred influence convey'd 

By fage myfterious oScc : when the foul, 

Snatch'd by the power of mufic from her cell 

Of fielhly thraldom, fceb herfelf upborn 

On plumes of extafy, and boldly Iprings, 

'Mid fwelling harmonies and pealing hymns, 

Up K> the porch of heav'n. Strike, then, ye Bards! 

Strike all your ftrings fymphonious ; wake a flrdn 

May penetrate, may purge, may purify. 

His yet unhallow'd bofom 1 call ye hither 

O 1 The 
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The airy tribe, that on yon mountain dwell, 
Ev'n on majeftic Snowdon : they, who never 
Deign viTit mortal men, fave on fome caufe 
Of highcft import, but, fublimely fhnn'd 
On its hoar top in domes of cryftalline ice. 
Hold converfe with thofe fptrits, that polEc& 
The fkies pure lapphire, neareft heav'n itfelf.. 
ODE. 

Mona on Snowdon calls : 
Hear, thou King of mountains, hear; 

Hark, ihc Ipcaks from all her {brings } 

Hark, her loudeft echo rings; 
King of mountains, bend thine ear: 

Send thy fpirits, fend them foon. 

Now, when Midnight and the Mowi 
Meet upon thy front of fnow : 

See, their gold and ebon rod. 

Where the fobcr fitters nod, 
And greet in whjfpcrs fage and flow. 
Snowdon mark! 'tis Magic's hour; 
Now the mutter'd fpell hath pow*ri 
Pow'r to rend thy ribs of rock. 
And burft thy bafc with thunder's Ihocki " But 
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But to thee no nidec ^U 
Shall Mona life, than thofe that dwell 
In mufic's fecret cells, and lie 
Steep'd in the Itream of harmony. 

Snowdon has heard the ftrain : 
Hark, amid the wond'ring grove 

Other harpings anfwer clear. 

Other voices meet our ear. 
Pinions flutter, fliadows more> 

Bufy munnui\ hum around, 

Ruftling veftmcnts brufli the ground j 
Round, and roupd, and round they go. 

Thro* the twilight, thro* the Ihade, 

Mount the oak's majellic head. 
And ^Id the tufted milTeltoe. 
Ceale, ye glittering race of light, 
Clofe your wings, and check your ftight: 
Here, arranged in order due. 
Spread your robes of QiSioa hue^ 
For lo, with more than mortal fire, 
A^ghty Mador fmltes the lyre: 

O 3 Hark 
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Hark he fwccps the maftcr-ftrirtgi ; 

Liften all 

CHORUS. 
Break offj a Tullen &ntak involves tltt iltari 
The central oak doth Ihakei I hear the Ibund 
Of fteps profane: Cakactacos, noret * 

Bear hence the vi£tim»} Moos it p^hjted,. 

SEMICHORU8. 
Father, as we did watch die eaftern fide. 
We fpied and inftant leiz*d two ftranger youdn. 
Who, in the bottom of a Ihadowy del!. 
Held carneft converfc: Britons do diey fcens 
And of Brigantian race. 

CHORUS. 

H^, drag them hither. 
VELLINys. ELIDpRUS, CHOBtlS. 
E L I D U R tl S. 
O rpare, ye fage and venenble I^ruidst 
Vour countrymen and ions. 

CHORUS. 

And are yt Britdosf 
Unhc>rd of profanatidft : KMne herlclf, 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIf 



{ »S9l 
Ey*n impious Rome, wliom conquRtt melees ttiax im- 
pious, 
Would not haTC da*"! fb nSk)j. to! for word!> 
Big with the fctccft ftrce of oteoation. 
To bl«ft cIk deed, «id do«rt, 

I L I p tl R O S. 

Gp^re the curie,' 

Oh fp»tt our yWJthi 

C B O ft O S. 
ii it not now the hour». 
The holf hour, when to the doudlefe height 
Of yon flarr'd conca« climbs the full-orb'd moon,' 
And to this nether world in Iblemn ftillnels 
Gives lign, that to the Kffnmg ear of Heair'n 
Religion's voice flwuld pleid ( The very babe 
Knows this, md. Chance awak'd, his little handa 
Lifts to the gods, and ort his innocent couch 
Callj down a bleOing. Shall your manly years 
Plead ignorance, and impioullj prefunK 
To tiead, mth vile unconftcrated feet. 
On Mona'shailow'd plain! know, wietches, know, 
At any hour fuch boldne& is a crime, 

O 4 At 
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At this 'tis facrilcge. 

VELLINUS. 
Were Mona's plain 
More hallow'd itill> hallow'd as is Heaven's leU; 
The caufe might plead our pardon. 
E I, I D U R U S. 

Mighty Druid! 
Tr\ie, "we have raflily dar'd, yet forced by duty. 

Our fov'reign's mandate 

VELI^INUS. 

Elder by niy birth. 
Brother, I c1aim> in right of ekt^rl^iip. 
To open our high emba^. 

C H o it y s. 

Speak then t 
But fee thy words anfvrer in honeft weight 
To this proud prelude. Youth ! they muft be weighty. 
T'atone for fuch a crime. 

VELLINUS. 

If then to gpvc 
New nerves'to vanquifli'd valourj if to do. 
What, witli the bleffing of the Gods, may fare 

A bleed. 
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A bke^g country from opprdHoii'i fword* 
Be weighty bulinefs, know, on our coimniOIon, 
And on its faop*d fuocels, that weight depwds. 

CHORUS. 
Declare it then at once> briefly and boldly. 

V E L L I N U S. 
Caractacus is here. 

CHORUS. 

Say*ft thou, proud boy ? 
*Tb boldly laid, and, grant 'twere tniely laid, 
Tlunk'ft thou be were not here from fraud" or force 
As fafe, as in a camp of conquerors? 
Here, youth, he would be guarded by the Gods ^ 
Their own lugh k^btge •, and each facred hair 
Of his felefted head, would in thde caverns 
Sleep with the unfunn'd filrer of the nune. 
As precious and as iafe j record the time> 
When Mona e*er betray'd the hapleis wretch. 
That inade her groves his refuge. 
VELLINUS. 

Holy Druid! 
Jlunk not ib harlhly t£ our enurprize. 

Oa 
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CTan friad ill our yoUAg Bolilths > Kd, di«tii Sd^j 

Our buORtfi kM, t ttUft Hrau'it KM ditailiM 

The ^lin fufpidon i jfld thy ftMy ear 

(Be brave Ci»AM*«tfs AtitW * iBftW) 

Shall inftant leam if. tndi ffa6 iiofth we come i 

The (bra of her, whofe heav'n-entHiftea ftfajf 

BkSes the bold Brigifitis i ifieli lOio firmljr 

Have three loAg ttAotib ttlthfttfod thole Roman powers, 

Which, ki by fell OitAjiies, ftiH aliaH 

Our {rontiers : yet lb oft havfe 6ur ftout (W6rds 

Repell'd their hot al£uilt, that 66\ii like fateilU, 

They hang fi]^i«ided, knK tb quit then- ptiiy. 

Nor daring yet to liilie iL S(ii^ the AM 

Of us and KOM() In wHteft m {IttiJMt MtfgMr, 

Revolving i*K trijjkt beft fttuit te CooKby 

From this imJKndiilg nit, gAt Us ehargi! 

To fcek tIK gnat CAliAcf X<ft*, itti oSi 

His valour to her aid, tS Uii ktt tiilids. 

To fight the caulc df Hberty and firitain. 

And qu^ tii£le' favagers. 

[tifiSiaisfiarls fim ttKhi Itntbif, 
CAKAC- 



CASACTACDS,VtLLINU$,tLtSOKUS. CHORUS. 
CAXACtACUa. 

And ye hflVt ibund mei 
Friends, ye lunre found me : lead me to yOiirQ^tthj 
And the laft purple dtof in thefe eld veins 
Shall £dl for her and Britain. 

C H o I U s. 

RaOi, HAPriiicet 
VELLINVe. 
Ye bleft imnutml pe«ers I is ckis the nan, 
The more thftn man, who ibr nine bloodf jtan 
Withfiood all Rome P He is i that warlike frenl, 
Seam'd o*er with hendl fears, pfoebiffls he b : 
Kneel, brother, kneel, while in his royal hand 
We lodge the fignet: this, in pledge <£ fuA, 
Great CiiRi-isHAHDtfA fends, and with it teflt'tlue 
She has a nobler pledge Am thb behtedi 
ThjrQueeii— — 

C AK A CTACtf a. 
G«1DSAIA 1 

Vellinos. 

MAfHHH mgttoMt. 
CARAC- 
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CARACTACUS. 

How, when, where rcfcu'd ? mighty Gods, I thank ye» 
For it is true, this fignet fpcaks it true.' 
O tell mc biiefly. 

VEL LINUS. 
In a fally, PriDce, 
Which, wanting abler chiefs, my gracious mother 
Committed to my charge, our troops aQSul'd 
One outwork of the camp i the mafk of night 
FaTOur*d our arms, and there my happy hand 
Was doom'd with other prifoners to releafe 
The captive matron. 

CARACTACUS. 

Let me clafp thee, youth, 
And thou Ihah be my Ion : I had one, ftranger, 
Juft of thy years ; he looked like thee right honefi^ 
Had juit that frecb(^ b<ddncis on his brow. 
And yet he £iil'd me. Were it not for him. 
Who, as thou fixft, ev*n at this hour of joy. 
Draws tears down nunc old cheek, I were as bicft 
As the great gods. Oh, he has all dirgrac**! 
His^ high-born anceftry ! But I'll forget him. 

Hafte,, 
.....Cookie 
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Hafte, EvsLiH A, barb toy knotty fpear. 
Bind faft this tnifty ^chion to my thigh. 
My bow, my target 

CHORUS, 

Ralh Caractacus ! 
What haft thou done ? AVhat doft thou mean to do ? 

CARACTACUS. 
Toiave my country. 

CHORUS. 

To betray thyfclf. 
That thou haft done -, the reft thou canft not do. 
If Heav*n forbids ; and of its awful will 
Thy fury recks not : Has the bleeding vi£Km 
Pour*d a propitious ftream ? the milk-white ftceds 
Unrein'd and neighing pranc'd with fav'ring ftcps ? 
Say, when thefe youths approach'd, did not a guft 
Of livid fraoak involve the bickering flame ? 
Did not the fbreft tremble ? every omen 
Led thee to doubt their honefty of purpole } 
And yet, before their tongues could tell that purpole. 
Ere I had tendered, as our laws ordain. 
Their teft of futb, thy rudencls rufti'd before me. 

In. 
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Infringing my juft ri^Kts. 

CiRACTACOS; 

Druidf methinkf, 
Ac fuch a time, in fucb 9 «9gfe, Kepnwf 
Miglit bate its ftonm^g. l^9Wx \ij Heaven, t feel» 
Berawi 111 (mcu, <lnt viihln 119 tinaft, 
.Which marfhals 014 tQ cfinqu^ 1 foqiething here 
That fiiatches me beyond all mortal fiwni 
Lifts me to where upon hcr Jafper thnne 
Sits fiamfr-rob'd Vi^tatj, ytUt calls me Ion, 
Andciawuinewithapaliii, vhoA 4ntUe& gi«en 
Shall bloon wh«n Caiak's fadn. 
c H o it u t. 

Vain confidence ! 
CAKACTACyS. 

Test fub0ut in all ■, 

e H o K u s. 

'Tis meet thw awuWft. 
Thou art a King, a (q»'rrign o'«p (r«i) imn t 
ImtDnwJ, (ervMii «f thtOodsi 
Such Tervice is abaT« fiuk foi'rcigni];. 
As w;ll ihou Iwev'ft : if tbtj' fiwald ftrntt (l»r< lipi 

To 



To intndift thi) tlmg ijvin ihl** » il* 
What wo«)<| iiml Ay ^in)ig; 

CAKACTAPV;, 

But tluu vilt U^ it i H^B will bid thee bleii it ; 
Thou know'ft (hut, nlwn w Sjht K&irt 8Bf WMnttj', 
We light the caule of Hear'n. The pivi ;hK ^h* 
Falls hallow'd; falls 4 vi^l^n fb( tl^ Gods ^ 
For them and for ;bqir altvt. 

« B Q » B 8. 

YaliwtPtiqwl 
Think not w» Ug|i% nw 9W i?iwtiy'» we^l. 
Or thee, o^r cwiny^ dHmpiPn. WeU w fcn^w 
The glonqui (a4e4 of thqft ^te4 feuls. 
Who flame like thee fQt f^vc4qn) ; imrk PK* ?fi<^ce, 
The time will conae, vhei^ Deftiqy and Death, 
Thron'd in % but^og car, the thuod'ring wheels 
Ana'd with gigantic fcif th^s of atjanunt. 
Shall foour this field of life : a^d in the rear 
The fiend Oblivion: kingdoms, CRiplres, world* 
Meh in the gcoeiil Mw? : vim, lo, <rqm high 
An4nift( dmingi <as<^ fvm d« ^mk 

The. 
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The roll of fame, clips her afcending plames. 
And ftamps on orient fiars each patriot name. 
Round her eternal dome. 

CARACTACUS. 

Speak ever thns. 
And I will hear thee, *d11 attention f^t 
In heedlefs extafy. 

CHORUS. 
This tho* we know. 
Let man beware with headlong zeal to rulh 
Where flaughter calls } it is not courage, Frince, 
No nor the pride and pra£tis*d fkill in arms, 
That gains this meed : the warrior is no patriot. 
Save when, obfcquious to the will of HeaVn, 
He draws the fword of vengeance. 

CARACTACUS. 

Surely, Druid, 

Such fair occafion fpcaks the will of Heav'n — 

CHORUS. 

Monarch, perchance thou haft a &tr occafion : 
But, if thou haft, the Gods will foon declare it : 
Their Ibv'reign will thou know'ft not; this to learn 

Demands 
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Demands our Icarch. Te mortals all retire ! 
Leave ye the grove to us and Inipiration ; 
Nor let a ftep, or ev*n one glance psofanCy 
Steal from your caverns : ftay, my holy brethren. 
Ye time-ennobled Seers, whofe reverend brows 
Full eighty winters whiten ; you, ye Bards, 
Leoline, Cadwall, Hoel, Caktaber, 
Attend upon ourflumbers: Wond'rous men. 
Ye, whofe flcUl'd fingers know how beft to lead. 
Thro* all the maze c^ found, the wayward Hep 
Of Harmony, recalling oft, and oft 
Permitting her unbridled ^ourfe to rufli 
Thro' diilbnance to concord, fweetcft then 
£v*n when expeSxd harfheft. Mador, thou 
Alone Ihalt lift thy voice ; no choral peal 
Shall drown thy folemn warbltngs ; thou beft; knpw'ft 
That opiate chann which lulls corporeal fenfe : 
Thou haft the key, great Bard! that beft can ope 
The portal of the feul i unlock it ftralght. 
And lead the penfive pilgrim on her way. 
Through the vaft re^ns of futurity. 

[^(ettitt CaraSaaUt Veltinusy && 
P GHO- 
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CHORUS. 
ODE. 
Hail, thou harp of Phrygian frame ! 
In years of yore that Camber bore 
From Troy's fcpulchral flame -, 

With ancient Brute, to Britain's Ihorc 
The mighty minftrcl came : 

Sublime upon thy bumilh'd prow. 
He bad thy manly modes, to flowj 
Brltun heard the defcant bold, 

She flung her white arms o'er the fea •, 
Proud in her leafy bofom to enfold 
The freight of harmony 

Mute *till then w^ ev*ry plain. 

Save where the flood o'er mountains rude 
Tumbled his tide amain : 

And Echo from th* impending wood 
Rcfoundcd the hoarie ftrain y 

While from the north the fulJen gale 

With hollow whilUings ftiook the vale i 



Difmal 
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Difmal notes, and an^er'd foon 

By lavage howl the heaths among. 
What time the wolf doth bay the trembling moon. 

And thin the bleating throng. 

Thou fpak'ft, imperial Lyre, 
The rough roar ceas'd, and airs from high 
Lapt the land in extafy : 

Fancy, the fiury, with thee came \ 

And Inlpiration, bright-e7*d dame. 
Oft at thy call would kave her fapphire fky j 

And, if not vain the verfc prefumes, 
£v!n now fome chafle Divinity is near : 

For lo! the found of diftant plumes 
Pants thro* the pathlefs defart of the air. 

'Tis not the flight of her j 

'Tis deep, hef dewy harbinger. 
Change my harp, O change thy me^furea ; 
Cull, from thy mellifluous treafures, 

Notes that fteal on even feet. 
Ever flow, yet never paufing, 

Mixt with many a warble fweec. 

In a ling^rinir cadence cloflng, 

^ ^ P . \VhiV 
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"While the pleasM power finks gendy down the flcies. 
And fcals with hand of down the Druids flumb'ring eyes. 

Thrice I paufe, and thrice I found 

The central ftring, and now I ring 
(By meafur'd lore profound) 

A fevenfoid chime, and fweep, and fwing 
Above, below, around. 

To mix thy mufic with the fphcres^ 

That warble to immortal ears. 
Infpiration hears the call i 

She rifcs from her throne above. 
And, fudden as the glancing meteors fall, 

Siie comes, ftie fills the grove. 

High her port j her waving hand 

A pencil bears ; the days, the years, 
Arife at her command. 

And each obedient colouring wears, , j 

IjO, where Time's pidur'd band 

In hues jcthereal glide along j 

O mark the tranfitory throng j 

Now 
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Now thpjr dazzle, now tbey die, 
Inflant they flit from light to fliade, 

Mark the blue forms of ^nt futurity, 
O mark them ere tbey fade. 

"Whence was that inward groan i 
Why burfts thro* dofed lids the tear? 
Why uplifts the briftling hair 

Its white and venerable Ibade i 
. Why down the confccratcd head 
Coudes in chilly drops the dew of fear ? 

AU is not well, the pale-ey'd moon 
Curtuns her head in clouds, .the liars retire. 

Save from the fultiy Ibuth alone 
The {wart ftar flings his peflilential 6re % 

Ev'n fleep herfelf will fly. 

If not recall'd by harmony. 
Wake, my lyre! thy fofteft numbers, 
Such as nurfe ecftatic flumbers. 
Sweet as tranquil, virtue feels 

When the toil of life is ending. 
While from the earth the fpirit fteals. 

And, on new-born plumes afcending. 
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Haftens to Uve in the bright fbone of day. 
Till Deftiny prepare a fluiw of purer day. 

If^ Druid wakif^y JptiAs, 
CHORUS. 
It may not be. Avaunt terrific ax j 
Why hangs thy bright edge glaring o*er the grove ? 
O for a 'giant's nerre to wvd the ftrokel 
It bowsi it£dls. 
Where am I ? hufii, my foul \ 
Twas all a dream. Refume no more the ftrain : 
The hour is paft : my brethren ! what ye fiiw, 
(If what ye faw, as by your looks, I read, 
Bore like illKimen'd fhxpc) hold it io filence. 
The midnight m fHAs chilly on my breaft ; 
And now I Ihivcr, now a fcv*rifti glow 
Scorches my vitals. Hark, fome ftep ^>proflches. 

EVELINA, CHOKUS. 
E V E L I K A. 

Thus, with my wayward fears, to burft unbidden 
On your dread fynod, routing, as ye feem, 
From holy trance, appears a defperate deed, 
Ev'n to the wretch, who dares it. 

CHO- 
. „.. .Cookie 
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Virgin! quickly 
Pronouo(» the caiife. 

B V E L I N A. ' 
Bear with a finale maid 
Too prone to fearj perchance m; ftars are ruti. 

CHORUS. 
But yet declare themi 

EVELINA. ; 

I fufped me maclr 
The ^th of thefe Brigantes. 

CHORUS. 

Say*ft thou. Virgin ? 
Heed what thou &y*ft •, Sulpicion is a gueft 
That in the breafi: of man, of wrathful man^ 
Too oft* his welcome finds j yet feldom fure 
In that fubmilllvc calm that fmooths the mind 
Of maiden innocence. 

E V E L i N A. 
I know it well : 
Tec muft I (bU dif&uft the eltler ftranger : 
For white he talks, (and much the fiatterer talks) 

P 4 Hi» 
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His brother's filent carriage gives difproof 

Of all his boaft -, indeed I mark'd ic well ; 

And, as my father with the elder held 

Bold fpeech and warlike, as is fUU his wont 

When fir'd with hope of conqueft, oft I faw 

A figh unbidden -heave the younger's breaft. 

Half checkM as it wa$ rais'd •, fometimes, mechought, 

His gentle eye would-caft a glance on me. 

As if he pitied me ; fmd then ag^. 

Would fallen on my father, gazing there 

To veneration ^ then he'd figh ag^n. 

Look on the ground, and bang his modeft head 

Moft penfively. 

CHORUS. 
This may demand, my breth'ten. 
More ferious fearch : Virgin ! proceed. 

EVELINA.- . 

'Tis true. 
My father, rapt in high heroic zeal. 
His cv'ry thought big with his country's freedom. 
Heeds not the different carri^of thdfe brethren. 
The elder takes him wholly j yet, methinks. 

The 
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The younger^ maimers have I know not whae» 
That fpcaks him far more aitlcls. This bcMes, 
Is it not ftrange, if, as the tale reports. 
My mother fo}ounis with this diftaht i^ueen. 
She fliould not fend or to my fire, or me. 
Some fond remembrance of her lore ? ah ! hone. 
With tears I fpeak it, none, not her dear bkCGng 
Has reach'd my longing ears. 

CHORUS. 

The Gods, mybrethrvni 
Have wak*d thcle doubts in the untunted breaft 
Of this mild muden ; oft to female fc^efs. 
Oft to the purity of vit^n &uls 

Doth beav*n its voluntary light difpoire, ^ 

When vi&ims bleed in vain. They muft be fpies. 
Hie thee, good Caktabek, and to our pretence 
Summon the young Brigandan. 

EVELINA. 

Do not that. 
Or, if ye do, yet treat bim nothing ftemly : 
The fofteft terms from fuch a tender breaft 
Will draw confeflioo, and, if ye fliall find 

The 
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The treafim ye fiifpc&» forbear to curfo him. 
(Not th« mf weaknefs means to guide your wiTdoltii) 
Yet, as I think he wtKdd R6t trittingly 
E'er do a deed of baiene^, were it grinted 
That I might qoeftion him, niy heart ^Hebodes 
It more could gain by gdnSeriefs «id prayers. 
Than ttill the Bere^ threats. 

C H O R ti S.' 

Perchartce it may : 
Add quickty (halt thou try. But fee the King f 
And wi^ him both the youths. 

£ V E L I N Av 

Aks t fty fcari 
Forewent my errandj elfe ha^ I MMmM fhee 
That therefore did I cortie, and fi^oift my fether 
To guii admifflon. Mark tlie youn^r, Druid, 
How fad he feems •, oft did he in- the cave 
So fold his arms— — 

C IT O R U S. 
■We mark hhir muchj md miich 
The elder's free and dreadleis confidence. 
Virgin, retire awhile in yonder valey 

Nor,. 
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Nor, 'till thy royal ^ther quia the grove, 

Rdlime chy ftadon here. [BxitEv^tu. 

CARACTACUS, CHORUS, VBI^ 

LIKUS, ELIDURUSw 

C A R A C .T A C U 8. 

Fof^eme, Draid? 
My eager foul no longer could fufbun 
The pai^ of expeiS^tioa i heoce I fent 
The virgin innocence of ErzLttf a, 
Safefi to break upon your privacy : 
She not returned, Q pardon t that uncall'd 
I follow : the great caufe, I mift, abfblves ne : 
*Tis your's, 'tis freedc»n*3, *cU the caule of heav'n ( 
And fore hcai/ia owns it teh. 

CHORUS^, 

OaACTACirSr 

All that by fage and fanAimoniouc rlau 
Might of the Gods be afk'd, we have efiay'd. 
And yet, nor to our willi, nor to their wont. 
Gave they bougo atkat, 

CAKA.CTA.CUS. 

Deatb tdourliopes! 

C H O- 
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CHORUS. 
While yet we lay in facred flumber tranc'd, 
SuHcn and fad to fancy's frighted eye 
Did fliapes <^ dun and murky hue advance. 
In train tumultuous, all of gefture ftrange. 
And pafSng horrible ; ftardng we wak'd. 
Yet felt 00 wakini^ calm j ftill all was dark. 
Still .rang our tinkling can with fcreams oS woe.. 
Su^icious tremors ftiU— — - 

VELLIN US. 

Of what fufpicious ? 

Druid, our Queen 

CHORUS. 
Reftrun thy wayward tongue, 
Infolent youth ! in fuch licentious mood 
To interrupt our fpeech ill fuits thy years. 
And worfe our fandtity. 

C AR A C T A C U 3. 
•Tis his diftrefi 
Makes him forget, what elTe his revereot zeal 
Would pay ye holily. . Think what he feels, 
Poor youth ! who fears yon moon, before Ihe wanes. 

May 
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May lee his country conqucr'd -, fee his mother 
The viftor's flave, her royal blood debas'd. 
Dragging her chains thro* the throng'd Itreets of Rome, 
To grace oppreflion's triumph. Horrid thought i 
Say, can it be that he, whofe ibenuous youth 
Adds vigour to his virtue, e'er can bear 
This patiently f he comes to aflc my ud. 
And, that withheld, (as now he needs muft fear) 
What means, alas ! are left ? fearch Britain rotud. 
What chiefdarescopcwith Rome? whacking buthc^ 
His loan of power at a Froconful'i will. 
At bcft a fceptcr*d fiavc ? 

VELLINUS, 

Yes, Monarch, yes. 
If Hcav'n reftrains thy formidable fword. 
Or to its ftroke denies that juft fuccefs 
WWch Heav'n alone can give, I fear me much. 
Our Queen, ourfelvcs, nay Britain's felf, muft periih. 

CARACTACUS. 

But is not this a fear makes Virtue vain f 
Tears from yon minUbing regents of thefky 
Their rigRt ? Hucks ftom firm-handed Providence, 

The 
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The gdden reins of fublunary ftmy, 
And ^ves diem to blind Chance? If this be fo. 
If Tynnny muft lord it o'er the earth, 
There*i Anirchy in Heav*n. Nay, frown not, Druid, 
1 do not tMak 'tis thos. 

CHORUS. 

We truft thou do'ft not. 
CARACTACUS. 
Maften of Wifdom ! No : my foul confides 
In that all-healing and all-forming Power, 
Who, on the radiant day when "Hme was bom, 
Caft hu broad eye upon the wild of ocean, * 

And calm'd it with a glance : then, plunging deep 
^is mighty arm, pluckM from its dark domain 
This throne of Freedom, Ufted it to ligbr. 
Girt it mth filver difls, and cali'd it Britain : 
He did, and will prefervc it. 

CHORUS. 

Pious Prince, 
In that all-hea£ng and all-forming power 
SdU let thy foul confide i but not in men, 
Noi not in tbde-, ingenuous a» tbc; lecm, 

TiU 
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'Xai they ar9 tr/d by that high tc ft (rf faith. 
Our ancient laws Qi;dain. 

VELLINUS, 

IMuftrious Seer, 
Mcchinks our SoT'reign's fignet well might plead 
Her envoy's &th. Thy pardon, mighty Druid, 
Not for outfelves, but for our Queen we plead i 
MiArufting us, ye wound her honour. 
CHORUS. 

peace; 
Our will admits no parly. Thither, Youths, 
Turn your aftonilh'd eyes i bchcJd yon huge 
And unhewn fphen; of liring adamant, 
"Which, pois'd by magic, rcfts its ccmral weight 
On yonder poipted rode : firm as it leems. 
Such is its ftradge and virtuous property. 
It moves obfe^uious to the gentleft touch 
Of him, whole breafi is pure i but to a trahor, 
Tho' ev*n a pan^s proweis nerv*d his arm, 
It ftands as fizt as Saowdon. No reply ; 
The Gods command th$f. one of you muft now 
Approach and try it : in your fnowy veto. 



t.CoogIc 



t 224 3 

Ye Priefls, uivoItc the lots, and to the younger, 
As is our wwit, tender the choice of Fate. 

ELIDURUS. 
Heav'ns ! is it faJl'n on mc ? 

CHORUS. 

Young Prince, it is j 
Prepare thee for thy trial. 

ELIDURUS; 

Gracious Gods T 
Who may look up to your tremendous thrones. 
And fay his brcaft is pure ? All-Icarching Powers^ 
Ye know already how and what I am i 
, And what ye mean to publilh me in Mona, 
To that I yield and tremble. 

CARACTACUS. 

Roufe thee. Youth t 
And, with that courage honed Truth llipplies, 
(For fure ye both arc true) hafte to the trial j 
Behdd I kad thee on. 

CHORUS. 
Prince, we arrcft 
Thy hafty ftep ; to witnefe this high teft 

Pertains 
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Pertains to us aloHc. A while retire. 
And in yon cave his brother be thy charge i 
The trial paft, again we will confer. 
Touching that part which Hcav'n*4 deciding choice 
Wills thee to a£t. 

lljtamt Carafffiois and VtUinus^ 

CHORUS, ELIPURUS. 
CHORUS. 
Now be the rites prepar*d : 
And now, ye Bards, chaunt ye that culloin'd hymn* 
The prelude of this fam'd folemnity. 

ODE. 

Thou Spirit pure, that fpread'ft unleen 
Thy pinions o'er this pond'rous fphere. 

And, breathing thro' each ri^d vein, 
FilPft with ftupeadous life the muble ofials. 
And bid'ft it bow upon its bafe. 

When fov'reign Truth is nearj 
Spirit invilible ! to thee 
We fwell the iblemn harmony ; 

Hear us, and aid-: 

Q^ Thou, 
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Thou, that in Virtue's caufe 
0*er-ruleft Nature's laws, 
O hear, and aid with infhience high 
The fons of Peace and Piety. 

Fitit-bom of that ethereal tribe 
CalTd inta birth ere time or place. 

Whom wave nor wind can circmrcribe. 
Heirs of the liquid liberty <:£ Light, 
That float on tairkom pennons bright 

Thro' all the wilds of fpace. 
Yet thou alone of all thy kind 
Conft range the regions of the mind. 

Thou only, know'ft 
That dark meandring maze. 
Where wayward Falifaood ftrays. 
And, fdzing fw^.tbe luilci/ig fprite. 
Forces her forth to Ihame and light. 

Thou canft enter the dark cell 
Where the vulture Conlclence Humbers, 
And, unarm'd by charming fpell, 
-Cr magic numbers) Canft 
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Canft iDufc her from her formidable lleep. 
And bid-hecdart her ragbg talons deep ; 

Yet, ah ! too fcldotn doth the furious licnd 
Thy bidding wait; vindiflive, felfprepar'd. 

She knows her torturing time \ too fure to rend 
The trembling heart, when Virtue quits her guard. 
Paufe then, celcftial gucft ! 
, And, brooding on thine adamantine fphere. 
If fraud approach. Spirit, that fraud declare i 
To Confcience and to Mona leave the reft. 

CHORUS. 
Heard'ft thou the awful invocation, Youth, 
Wrapt in tbofe holy harpings? 

ELIDURUS. 

Sage, I did -, 
And it came o*er my foul as doth the thunder, 
While diftant yet, with an expeOed burft. 
It threats the trembling ear. Now to the trial. 

CHORUS. 
£» that, bethink thee well iriut tig'rous doom 
Attends thine a£t, if failing, certain death : 
So certain, that in our ab&^ng tongues 

0^2 Refts 
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Refts not that power may lave tiiee : Thou muft die. 

EVELINA. ELIDURUS, CHORUS. 
EVELINA. 
Die, fay^ft thou ? Druid ! 

ELIDURUS. 

Etzlina here! 
Lead to the rock. 

CHORUS. 
No, Youth, twhite we Jpare thee > 
And, in our ftead. permit this royal m^den 
. To urge thee firft with virgin gentlcnefs t 
Refpe(3: our clemency, andtneet her queftions 
With anfwers prompt and true ; fa may*ft thou *icape 
A ftcmer trial. " 

ELIDURUS. 
Rather to the rack.—- — 
EVELINA. 
Doflr thou diTdain me. Prince ? Loft as t am, 
Methinks the daughter of Caractacvs 
Might merit milder treatment : I was bom 
To royal hopes and promtfe, nurs'd i'th'lap 
Of Ibft proQ>erityi alas the change! 

I meaot 
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I meant but to tddrefi a few brief words 
To thU. youog PriacDi and he doth turn his tjc. 
And fcorns.to anfver me. 

SLIDURUS. 

Scom thee, fweet Maid? 
No» 'm the fea r — ■ 

EVELINA. 

And canft riiou fear me. Youth i 
£T*n while I led a life of royalty, 
I bora myfelf to all with meek deportment. 
In nothing harfh, or cruel : and, howe'er 
Misfortune works u^oa the minds of men, 
(For fame they fay it turns to vtry flooc) 
Mine I am fure it fofteas. Wert thou guilty. 
Yet I (hould pity thee j nay, wcrt thou k^u*d 
To Idad this fiiSiiibg heart with more miifiutimv. 
Still Ihould I pity thee ; nor e'er beUcre 
Thou would^ 00 free and voluntary choice 
Betray the iAooctnt. 

E L IDU RU s. 
Indeed I would not 

0.3 EVE- 



EVELINA. 
No, gracious Vouth, I do believe thou woultjl'ft nor : 
For on thy brow the liberal hand of Heav'n 
Has portray'd Truth as vifible and bold, 
As were the pi^tur'd funs that deckt the brows 
Of our brave anceftors. • Say then, young Prince, 
(For therefore have 1 wifh'd to queftion thee) 
Bring ye no -token of fl mother's ibndnefs 
To her expefting child? Gentle thoufeem'ft. 
And fure that gentlenefs would prompt thine heart 
To vifit, and to footh with courteous office, 
Diftrcfs like her's. A captive and a ^een 
Has more than comtnon clum fbr pity. Frincf , 
And ev'n the ills of venerable age 
Were caufe enough to move thy tender nature. 
Th« tears overcharge thine eye. Alas, my fears ! 
Sickncfs or fore infirmity had feiz'd her. 
Before thou kft^ft the palace, eUe her lips 
Had to thy care cntrulled ibme kiod meffii^. 
And blcft her haplefs daughter by thy tongue. 
Would iht were here ! , 

EL I DU R U S. 

Would Heav'n ffie were ! 
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- EVELINA...... :. 

Ah why ? * . 
ELIDURUS. 
Becaufe you wilh it. 

E V E L r N A.. 
Thanks, ingenuous Youthi..- 
For this thy courtcfy. Y«t, if the Queen 
Thy mother Ihines vith itidi rare qualities, 
As laK thy brother boafted, ihe will calm , 
Her woes, and I fhaH clalp her aged,, knees 
Again, in peace and liberty. — ^- Alas ! 
He fpeaks not j all my fears are juft, 
EX,, I.DUROS. 

What fears ? 
The Queen Guidbria is not dead. . 
EVELINA. 

Not dead ! 
But is Ihe in that happy ftate of freedom. 
Which we were taught to hope ? Why figh*ft thou,you th ? 
Thy years have yet been profp'rous. Did thy father 
E'er lofe a kingdom ? Did captivity 
E*cr feize thy ftirieking mother ? thou can*ft go 

0.4 T?. 
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To yonder cavf, and rtfld thy brflthtr fiife : 
He is not loft, a$ mine is. Youth> thou figh*ft 
Again i thou haft not {•art ftich Clulb for Ibrrow j- 
But if thou haft, give me thy grieft, I pny thee j 
I have a heart can fbftly fympathtZe, 
And fyrtpathy is Nothing. 

E L 1 D U fc iJ S. 

6 Cods! 6&di! 

She tears my foul. Whit Jhall ! fey ? 
ft V E L t K A. 

I^erchance, 
for all in this bad world muft hatfe their woes. 
Thou too haft thine ; and may*ft, like me, be wretched. 
Haply amid the ruinous wafl:e of war, 
'Mid chat wild havock, which thole tons of blood 
Bring on our groaning country, iomc chafte maid, 
Whofc tender foul was link'd by love to thine. 
Might fall the trembling prey to Roman rage, 
Ev*n at the golden h6ur, when holy rites 
Had feard your virtuous vows. If it Were lb. 
Indeed I pity her ! 

ELIDURUS. 
. Not that ; not that. Ke7cr_ 

, „.. , C.o,v,>lc 
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Never 'till now did beauty's matchlds beam' - ■ ■ 
But I am dumb. 

EVELINA. 
Why th« dgcfted eye? 
And why this filence ? that Ibme weighty glllff 
0*erhangs thy foul, thy ev*ry look proclaims. 
Why then reftift it words ? The heart, that bicedi 
From any Ihoak of fate or human wrongs, 
Ix>ves to difclofe itfelf, that Itft'niog pity 
May drc^ a healing tear upon the wound, 
•Tis only, when With Inbred horror fmote 
At fome bafe aA, or done, or n be doae. 
That the recoiling foul, with coafcious dread. 
Shrinks back into idelf. But thou, good Touth--^ 

E L I D U R a S. 
,CeaIe, royal mud ! permit me to depart.— 

EVELINA. 
Yethearme, ftrangerl Truth and Secrcfy, 
Tho^ friends, are feldom neceflary friends— 

ELIDURUS. 
I go to try my truth— 

BVE-: 
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EVELINA. - 
O ! go not hence. 
In wrach ; think not, that I {ufpcSt thy virtue : 
Yet ignorance may, oft make virtue Hide, 
And if — - 

ELIDURUS. 
In pity fpare me. 

EVELINA. 

If thy brother- 
Nay, ftart not, do not turn thine eye from mine -, 
Speak, I conjure thee, is his purpofe honeft ? 
I know the guilty price, that bari>aroii$ Rome 
Sct9 on my father's head i and gold, vile gold> 
Has now a charm for BritiHu : Brib-'d by this. 
Should he betray him— Yes, I ice- thou fliuddcr^ 
At the dire thought j yet not, as if 'twere ftrangc ; 
But as our fears were mutual. Ah, young ftranger ; 
That open f»cc fcarce needs a tongue to utter 
What works unthin. Come then, ingenuous Prince, 
And inftant make difcovery to the Druid, 
While yet 'tis not too late. 

ELI- 
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ELID0RUS. - 
Ah! what difcorer? 
Stjy whom mull I betray? 

E V B L I N A. 

Thy brother. 
ELIOURUS. 

EVELINA. 
Who is no brother, if his guilty foul 
Teems with fuch perfidy. O all ye ftan ! 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee, 
Who would betray an old and honoured King, 
That King his countryman, and one whofe prowels 
Once guarded Briiun *gvnft th' aflafling world ? 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee. 
Who from a young, defencelels, innocent mud. 
Would take that King her father ! Make hier fufitr 
All that im orphan Ga&n ? More perchance : 
The ruffian foe. — O tears, ye choak my utterance! 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee. 
Who would defile his foul by fuch black deeds i 

It cannot be And yet, tbou (till art IHcnt. 

Turn, 
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Turn, youth, and iefl me yttgp. Ah, fee me kneel : 
X tm of royal Uood, not iPOObtti koeel. 
Yet will I kneel to thee. O lave ny fither! 
Sare a diftrefifiil maiden flom the force 
Of barbaroua men! Be thoQ a brother to me. 
For mine alas ! hah ! [S*et Arvirapu entering. 

ARVIRAGUS, EVELINA. ELIOURUS, 
CRORUS. 
ARV1RAGU«. 
EftLiKii,' life!' 
Know, maid, I Ae*er will camrly fte chee kitcc^ 
£v*n at the foot of CaIak. 

E VK L I NA. 

Tis him&lf : 
And he will prove my ifiither^ fArt were fiUfe, • 
FalTe, A> hit Ibn is brave. Thou beft of brotfccn. 
Come ton^arms. Where h^thdu been, dlou wanderer? 
How wer't diou IsT'd ? Indeed, Ajltiraous, 
I nerw Oked &ch tear», fince tlioo wet^t loft, 
For thcle are tears of rapture. 

A R V I R A U S. 

Evklina! 

Sun 
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Fun would I greet thee, u a bracher ought : 
But wherc&m did!!ft thou kneel ? 
E VEllNA. 

,- Ol aJknotnov. 

AKrtKAGUS. 
By heav*ii I muft, and he muft anfwer me, 
Who'er he be. What art thou, fullen ftranger? 

£ L I O U K U $. 
A Britott. 

AJtVIRAGUS.. 
Brief and bold. 

EVELINA. 

Ah, ipare the taunt : 
He merits not thy wrath. Behold the Druids i 
Lo, they advance: with holy iwereace fijft 
Thou muft addrds their fandity. 

ARVIRAOUS. 
IwOl. 
But fee, proud boy, thou d</ft not quit die gron^ 
Till time alkmt us fttkf. 

ILIDURUs. 

Aincct I meao oot 

ARVI. 
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ARVIRAGUS. 
Sages, and Tons of hea^n ! lUuftrious Druida ! 
Abruptly I approach your ^red prefeace : 
y« fiich dire tidings—— , 

CHORUS. 

On thy peril, peace! 
Thou ftuufft accus'd, and by a Other's voice,' 
' Of crimes abhorr*d, of cowardice and flight ; 
And therefbre nuy'ft not in thefe facred groves 
Utter polluted accents. Quickly fay. 
Wherefore thou fledft i For that bafe &£t uncleared 
We hold no further converfe. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

O ycGodll , 
Am 1 the fon of your Caractacus ? 
And could I fly ? 

CHORUS. 
Vfa&t not or time or words : 
But cell us why ithou fledft ? 

ARVIRAGUS. 

I fled not, Druid ? 
By the grtac Gods I fled not ! Save to ftop 

Our 
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Our daftard troops, that ba&ly tura'd their backs. 
I ftopt, I rallied tliein, when lo a flaft , 

Of random caft did lerel me with earth. 
Where pale and feolelels, as the (lain around me, 
I lay 'till midnight : Then^ as from long trance 
Awoke, I crawl'd upon my feeble limbs 
To 2 lone cottage, where a pityii^ hind 
Lodg*d me, and nouriIh*d me. My ftrength repair'd. 
It boots not that I tell, what humble arts 
Compell'd I us'd to icreen me from the £oc. 
How now a peaiant from a be^arly fcrip 
I fold cheap food to flaves, that nam'd the price. 
Nor after gave it. Now a minllrel poor 
With ill'tun'd luu^ and uncouth defcant flirill 
I ply'd a thriftlefs trade, and by fuch Ihifts 
Did win obfcurity to fbroud my name. 
At length to other conquefts in the north 
OsToiiius led his legions: Safer now. 
Yet not fecure, I to fome valiant chiefs. 
Whom war had Q)ar*d, dilcorer^d what I was j 
And with them plann'd, haw fureft we might draw 
Our fcatter*d forces to fome rocky faftnefi 

In 
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In nu^ Ca«niarvon, th«n to breaUie in freedom. 
If not with brave iacuriicHi to opprels 
The thio]]r-ftatton*d foe. And loon our arc 
Sowdl avaiTd* thtc now at Snowdon's foot 
Full twenty troops of hardy veterans wait 
To call mjfirt thdr leader. 

CHORUS. 

Valiant youdi-*-— 
EVELINA. 
He is— r-I faid he was a valiant youth. 
Nor has he Jbam'd his race. 

CHORUS. 

We do bdieve 
Thy modcft tale : And maf the righteous Gods 
Thus ever Ihed upon thy noble breaft 
Di&retion's coding dew. When nurtured lb. 
Then, only then, doth valour Uoom mature. 

ARVIRAOUS. 
Tet vain is vakni'r, howfo^er it bloom : 
Druid, the Gods frown on us. All my hopes 
Ate blafted j I fliall ne'er rejoin my friendi, 
Ne*er blcfi them with my father. Holy men, 

I have 



i hurt a tak to cell, wid Qake pAr fouls. 
Vour MofU is innded % Romfe appnMches, 
Ev*n to thcfe grorei lypiodiei. 

S S UiC H OK 0-8. 

HoMDrt iQirraf! 
ARVIHACU*. 
Lmc as I landed oa yda h^fa^ btech, 
Wberi! rioddiflg i&om the rodu ^ pt^^an fling 
Thdr.flittai'daiilu, abd dafh than ia the mrre. 
There were their velSils mooPd^ as if thejr Ibu^t 
Concealment in the fhade, and as I paft 
Up yon thick-planted ridgt^ 1 *ipfd chdr hekns 
'Mid btikes and boughs trcbcK'd in die heath below, 
Where like a ne^«f night-worms did they g^ner, 
SpriAklihg the |dun with brightncA. On I fpcd 
With fflent tbcp, yet oft did paft & near, 
Twas next to prodigy, I *lcap*d onften. - 

CHORUS. 
Thrirnumbefi PiioceF 

AR VIRAG us. 

Few, if mine ha^ eye 
Did find, and count them alL 

ft C H O- 
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Obmlitni) bnthitn,' 
Trealbn and £u:rilege, int& files than Rsoic^ 
Have kd Rome, hitlxx. Inftau &ize chat wretch. 
And bring him la odr prefence. 
CHOKUS, ELIDURirS, AKVIRAGUS. 

C K O fc'D 3. 

Saj, thou &lle gnej 
What doom befits the Hare, vhoiclfa hia consltyi 

ELtBURUS. " 

Death, fudden death! 

. CHORVS. 

No. ling'tiigpicoe-mealdetdK 
And to Tuch death th)r biwhtt and ttjifelf 
We now devote. Villain, thy deeds ate known^ 
Tis known, ye kd the impiost Rsnans kitlwr 
To Oaughter ua rr'o on our holy aUacs. 

E L I D U R U t. 
That on my foul doth lie fome fecret grieC 
Thefe looks perforce wiD tdl; It.is not fear, 
Druids, it is not (cut that flukes roe thus i 
The great Gods know, it is not : Ye cab aeter : 
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For, what tho* wifdom Mu yt oe» thde gods,. 
Ye cannot, like to ,cheffl| unlock, men's breafts. 
And read iIk)f UKm^ilionghts. Ah! that ye could. 

. ikXVt&AOns. 
ynutWtt)i«iadDilcrr 

IX I nun nt. > 

Wlnt, FnK« I irill not teb 
c H p. B u s. 
Wtttcfa, thei« an iat»»*T^ ■ • . 

(troDitus. 

; IkAoVkJuittiiniblemniiFi 

And 'da bolMti tl>>t.]m> DiohU tt; thole mcaoi. 
And I eMtiW'tlMli; Yml tliiil^ an paticnc* 
Win for Sowc-^fot 1h9» yom toftuiing fiiry. 

c H,o K-u tt 
Be that bell knom.. ^ot oar iidiOed goada 
xiatroif tn^ SMI I 

. AJITIIAQUS. 
. S uang c iv sre dusts tiy'd 
Coafeft l)«.aktilcoC 1% black peifidjr s 
So bhck, that wh£n 1 kipk upon tfajr youth, 
Kcad tfaf mikl fy«, and maik thy modeft brov, 

R 2 I think 
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I dunk iadeed, thou dtnft nor. 

Sndt ft cfiflic 
Indeed t dnrft Boe^ ind would oAter be 
The voy vrecch duM (eeft. 1*11 Ipeak no monv 

CHORUS. 
Biedutn, *m fa, Tbe vupa'i diougfats vere juft : 
TUs youdi has been dKcnr*d, 

BLIDUIKOS. 

Yea, eoe wont nwre. 
Yotrliijr, dw Roami bnre inndcd Mona. 
Give me a Iwoid and cwentjr hooeA Britbns, 
And I ¥3i qudi dufe RamuH. Vain demandl 
Alas ! you cannot : Te ate men of peace : - 
Hellion's felf forbids. JjeaA dien to torture. 

, ARVIKAOUS. 
Now on my find dui youth dodi tnora me jnuch. 

CHORUS. 
Think not Religivi and our faidy office 
Doth ccach us tamely like the faleaiing lamb. 
To crouch before qipreffion, and with nedc 
Outftretch*d await Uk ftroke. Miftaken boy I . 

Did 
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EKdnotAriA jdffieeckiin diecibclar-viaia,' •- . 
VTe might fidl lafely fend dm n thde Ronuos, 
Inviting their k« dutgb Ximr. wIkb I tUpw 
Thit licKd trumpet bouail vith AUefHeti 
To yonder b'rancliing ode, the awful ibund 
CaUs ibrth a thoofiadKiiaBs trained zEk» 
In lioljr and in martial cxeicili:, 
Not bf foefa mode and rule, as Komana nft^ 
But of Aat fienx poiteoious bcniMe £>tt, 
Aa llaail xpfH n'n Romana. 

E L J D D R D (. 

Cracious goda! 
Then there ate hopes indeed. O call them Infiant, 
This Prince will lead them on : rU foUov him, 
Tho* inmyehains, andfime way da& them round 
To haim the haughty Ibe. 

AKVItAGUS. 

A dwuliuid Britons, 
And armU I O inftant Wov the lacied nump. 
And let me head them. Tet amhinlts (his youth— 

CHORDS. 
J|uiew»h>tthou«ouhilt6A might join thee. Prince, 
R 3 Tree, 
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Tnw, «we lie fite&akt offm^ AT M <onftft. 
Confeft; Ab* diakoR, IiriBtte^fN- 
Reflcgl '. 
Hdwr thyfelf or faraduT mgft Jnve «RHi|;U in : 
Then why conce»l— - 

E L t,D 0»!U fi. .. 

Haft thou a brocfaer? no). ' i 

Elfe hadft thou fpar^d theword ; and yd a iiAer : 
" Lovely as thine might more ilao teach thee. Prince, 
What 'tis to htvc a broAcr. Hear me, Druids, 
Tho'I would prixe an hour of finclom4iev 
Bcfone on ige <^ any afttr-dait : ' t - 
Th(/ J would fate it »s the gift o£ JbeulDi . 
And ufe it as heav'n's gift : yet do 'not ihuk, 
I fo «UI p^rchaic it QWe it fenc fively, 
I yet win Ipum the boon, and hug my chains, 
'Tin you do fwear by ybor own hoary '4ieadt, 
My brother flwU be ftft. ■ 

e«oii'u's, 

■ £zc41ent yooA ! 

Thy 
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Thy mrdi do fpetk di7 Ibul, asd fuc^ > iiwi, 
Ai wjkei our wmdcr. Thou art fre? t «l>y brother 
Siiall be thins honptit'i pkdge I fo trill we ufc Kin, 
As thoi) «t afc or trw. 

f,hlBVHV». 

lalknpother. 
A R V J R * G U «. 
Thw ll«». my ftllowtWio-, to thy clafp 
lp«theh»H(iof ftkwiJhip. Np* youth, 
We'U fpeed, or <iie mg«licr. 

CHORUS. 

Hear us. Prince 1 
Mona peemic nofi tl#t he figit her battles, 
■Till duly jHlifled : For tho" his foul 
Took up unwittingly thi^ deed of baftods, 
Ye£;j« liptoam meet, .I.ear«, that in vice 
Tbcit ^ a aca&ai)e raqknels unpercelv'd . 
By grols corpot^ Icnfc,, which ft offeiuja 
Heaven's pure divifiities, as us the ftfsnch ; 
Of vapour waficd from ful; hureoiu |iool. 
Or poia'nous weed oblceoe. , Heoce doth the man, 
Wk(i ev*!! (omig^i with » villain, need 

' R 4 As 
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A« mucli pmgnion* u the piAid wre^ 
'ScnpM from, die mils, where frowning peftilencs 
Spreads wide her Imd bannets. Fte- this caufe. 
Ye Pricftst condud the youih Co yonder ^nmt. 
And do the needful rites. Mem iritile ouriUf 
VTill lead thee. Prince, unto thy fofaer*s iwdence.- 
But holdf the King comes ftnhi 

{EMHMt Priijs mth EBJmu, 
CARACTACUS. Alt VIR AG US, C HORQ S, 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 

Mjr filo* my £» I 
What jc^f what tran^(fft, doth thine aged &ft 
Feel in thefe filial fbklingsl Speak not, hof. 
Nor in^emipc that heart-fete ecftacy 
Should fbikjc us mute. } know iriiat thou wouMfi iiqt, 
Tec prid)ee, peace. Th^ftftei^sT<Hahathcleat'dthe^ 
And could excufe find words at thb Ueft moment, 
Truft me, Vd give it Tenc. But, His enough. 
Thy father welcomf» thee to him and honour : 
Honour, that now with nqn'rous certunty 
^dls thee his owo true oSpiing. Poft thpa yreep i ' 

' m 
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jUi, if thy tears fw^ noc finm jo/i free f^tk^ 
I begthf^ j^nictheni: I hive done thee wron^ 
Can nuke thee no atooemenc : MMir; alas f 
Thy fiuber Ifcarce can blefi thee, at he ot^ht ; 
UnblefthimieU; befet with foes around, 
Qereftef qoeei^ of klngdun, and of ibldier^ 
1% can tfut pre thee poroon of his dangers, 
I'ercbanoeandofluschuns: Yet droop not, bcy^ 
yirtue is ftill thine own. 

AKVIftAGUS. 

^i^iiiy£idKr» 
^aie as frqm thine Uluftriouifoui^t it came i 
And that nnfuUied, let the -woU oj^irds « } ^ 

L<et ftaud and fUfhood rivet fetters (n a ^ 
Stmihaa our fouls be free; Tec hope is oun^ 
As wdl as nrtuft 

CARACTACUS, 
Spoken like a Briton. 
True, hope Is ours, and thertfore let*s prepare: 
The moments now are predoOs. TcU as, Druid, 
|s it not meet, wc lee the bands drawn ou^ 
^Ind mark their due arr^ ? 

CHa 
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TbefOsitt iit'fotf.' ■ 

C * (I A.CT *c V J. 

T¥kM w » •Mi'*"**— ^ 
c q o K o s, 
But is tbe tmtoi.-piuiti in 4(Aqr 'Itjg'd i 

Druid, he fled , , ■ 

^ » p » P.4,. .. 
P 6ul flight tf Mont ! 

.. ..C A* ACTA Cpi. 

^twhat.of ^? Ai^viKA^us ip Ikk, ■, 

My ibn is hete» let tjben the trutor j{0, 
67 thisheh9sjoin'dt|ieftom«iu: Let him. joJA thcn^ 
A fing^ arm, tnd that a vilhia's arm^ 
Can lend but ^tlb fii tp fjfqre^ 
Oppoa'd to truth and nrtue. CpoK, myfoq, 
Letfs.tD the titiop)^ and matihal them with ^e(^.. . 
Thatdofie, we &Qqi theft vtoenble men 
VnUdaun tbciriead7 bleSng: Then tobattk) 
And the ftrift fun ev*n at his purple dawn . 

SliaU 



Shall fp7 Its erown'd niA «0(i«iQft> or with death. 

C H OH JU -S. 
What may \m I^ fwrttfld ! fis^* BvitWA, 
H9wcaiiKtliii70U(h'ioTmp«3 ' 

: ' Andchtt-m^l 
Will fix mue&ldaine<m.nif iai{atiencfoQy: 
For, ere yvsr fcallow'd l^s had 'g^vi^ penBiftoB, 
I flew with cagerha^e to bnr 07 fitth£c 
Ketfa i(f Ui ion's mtnm^ In&am'd with dut. 
Think, how«fifl9ei'a^«Iott|bieafti9U&gl(Mri 
Your looks fin q^ afloat I.^Iow*diiid^' 
With the dor tale^ ui-fpedaucinhisear . ' ^ 

To pour die ^vdow tidbgsc But 107 toi%n( ! - 
Scarce nan)*dA&TniAGv9, ere the &He Itrabger 
(As I bethink me fince) with^ftealdiy pace 
Fled to the cavern's mouth. 

CHORUS. 

The lung parfuedt 

EVE- 
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evelira: 

Afas! he mark'd him'no^ for 'twas the moment 

When he bad ^ to aft and ill to A«r, 

Touclui^ my brodier's ¥alour. Hitheit» 

His laletjraiilf, vhich but fitde mov'd tuoi* 

Had reich'd his can : But -mbien my tongue nafohJed 

T)w ftoryof Jus brsrcty and his peril) 

O how the ttars coun'd picnteow down lus cheda ! 

How did he lift snBodiefa^tta his hiaadt 

Infpeeddris tnuti^ortl Yet he ibon betjm^t him 

Of Rome*! invafion, and with flay gUnce 

Surrey'd ilie ctmn nttmlt then fiutcb*d hii fpcw. 

And menaced to poifiK dv Bpa$ n^tors 

But I widipnyen(0 pardon, ifthcycrKd) 

Withheld his ftep, for to the left the youth 

Had mi^d his wayt n^ene^ thick underwood 

Afforded fore retreab Befides, if fnuid^ 

Was age a nutch for youth ? 

CHORUS. 

. MaideBi enough. 
Better pen^ce iot &m, if he was captive : 
But in the juIHce of their caufc, and hea/n. 

Do 
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Do Mooa** loos confide. 
BAID, CBOS.US, SLIO'DRUS. EVELINA: 
BARD. 

Druid, tberiees 
Aie finilli'd, dl finre dut viikh amna the nlc 
And which pettuns to thy bkft fand alone : 
For that he kneeU bcfiice thee. 

CHORUS. 

Take him hence. 
\7e magrnoctnift him forth to %hcoiir cade. 

E L I O n R U S: . I 

Now by Ahdkjutk's throne-*—' 
CHORUS.' 

Nay, linear not, ^lotah. 
The tie is bidte, that held diy fisalif ; . 
Thy hnnhei'i fled. 

ELIDDRUS. 
Fledl 

CHORUS. 

To the Komani fled, 
Tes, thoa ^ cauli: toncmble. 

ELI. 



IL I DUX U<. . . . 

• 'Ai, VttLflUlll' • 

Doetthui our love, don thus oar Iricndfliip end f 
,Wu Ithy biuditr. jevilt, ad fiu thou kftme! 
Teii uidhatrkftBi, oHd,.«i;iina«t, 
The liaim of thjt ai)Mfi 

C H O k D S. 

Tak, tkou null: die. 
JtLIDUKUS. 
I pny ye y]en.aa your faBftowocyt faHlwit 
It may be fpeedy. I trauU ftin be dead, 
Ifthisbelife. Yetlawftdoubter'altlti' 
For fiJlhood of thU Iteange bipeodous fort 
Sets bmrefi mfitn. on ■ gtze, miftrufbog. 
Hut whit die feetiapaipiUt^UiB find, ' 
The ftais in yon blue trch, thele wooif, theftrcaveim. 
Are all mere tricks of coieiWg4 hothingieal. 
The vifion of avifioo. If be'i Bad* 
I ought to hate this brother. 

e n e B u s. 

ntthnidoft not 

ELI- 
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But whtn aftoaiOunoit wal ghrc n» leawj 

Pcrdunce I flulL— And y« Ik ■» my brether, 

AndheinuviraMuniiwe, Ym, ye yjk Roamu, . 

Ym, I muft <Ji«, tefoK my tbji% fwti 

DcUkl one rkh djop of TCngOBUJt. Y«,J«l«Ww% 

Yet will! curie you;witliJiiydyi«g lips : 

Tvras you, th« ftole arwiy i^ brotheA Tfittue. 

CHORUS. ■ 
Now then prepare to-dic. - 

EtID0*U9. 

lamffeparU 

Tet, fince I eanuit now (what a»ft I wilh'd) 
By manly pioweli guaid this lovejy maid : 
Permit, that on your liolieft earth X kneel. 
And pour one fervent piayer for her proteflion. 
Allow me thia, for tho* you think nw falie. 
The Gods will hear me, 

E V E 1 1 K A. 

1 can hold no longer ! 
O pniid, Druid, at thy feet I &U : 
Yes, 1 muft plead (away with rirfpo-bhifiies^ 

Hit 
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^orfimb a youth moft plead. Ill die to <ne liihj j 

take my life* andlechimfig^tfar Mooa. 

9 H O R O -8. 
.Vifgiii, Kik. Hit virtue hath fcdeem*d hinij 
And he flull fight &r dice and for hit country. 
Touth» thank ns mth'tlqr deedi. Tht time b Iboi^ 
And now widi rcvereiice take our high luftnrion ; 
Thtice ido «e fiirihkle thee ^rith doy-bittk de# 
Shook fiom the hby-thorh bloflbmi twice and thrice 
Touch «e thy fivehead with our holy wand : 
Nowthonartftillypur^d. Now tile nfior*d 
To virtue and tout. Hence then, my fiui. 
Hie thee to yonder altar, where our Bardi 
Shan arm thee duly both with helm and fyiUA. 
For warlike eaterprize, {Etat ES^nis. 

CARACTACUS, CH0KU8, ARVIRAGUS. EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 
*Tu tnw» my loir, 
B^ are their beatings, and I fear me not 
But dwy have hearts mil not belie their looks. 

1 like them wdL Tet wouki to nghteous hesr*n 
Thole valiant veccnus, that o& Snowdoa guard 

tlieir 
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Their fcantjr pittance of bleak liberty. 
Were here to join them; we would teach thefcwolvcj, 
Tho* we permij their rage to prowl our coafts» 
That vepgeance waits them ere they rob our altars. 
Hail Druid, hul I we find thy valiant guards 
Accoutred fo, as well befpcaks the wifdom 
That fram*d their phalanx. We but wait thy blelHng 
To lead them *gMnft the foe. 

CHORUS. 

Caractacus ! 
Behold this iWord : The fword of old BELmifs, 
Stain'd mth the blood of giants, and its name 
Trifincub. Many an age its charmed blade 
Has flept within yon coniecrated trunk. 
Lo, I unlheath it, King } I wave it o'er thee } 
Mark, what portentous ftreams of fcarlet light 
Flow from the brandifb'd falchion. On thy knee 
Receive the facred pledge.-i-And mark ova word}. 
By the bright circle of the golden fan. 
By the brief courfes of the errant moon> 
By the dread potency of every ftar 
That ftuds the myftic zodiac's burning girth, 

S ' Sf 
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Bf each, and all of thcfe fupcmal figiu^ 
We do adjure thee with this trufty blade. 
To guard yon central oak, whoTe holieft ftem 
Involves the Qiirit of high Takahis : 
This be thy charge j to which in aid we jc^s 
Ouiielves, and our fi^ brethren. With our vaflJUs 
Thy fon and the Brigantian prince Ihall make 
IncuriioD on the foe. 

CARACTACUS^ 
In this, and all. 
Be ours obicrvance meet. Yec Turely, Druid, 
The frdh and active vigour of thefe youths 
Might Itetter fuit with this iosportant charge. 
Not that my heiR Ihrinks at the glorious taflc. 
But will with ready zeal pour forth its blood 
Upon che lacred roots, my firmcft courage 
Might Ail to iare. Yet, Fathers, I am old i 
And if I fell the fbremofb in the onfe^ 
Should leave a fbn behind, might ftiU defend you. 

CHORUS. 
The facrcd adjuration we hare uttcr'd 
May never be recalTd. 

CARAC. 
D,.„....Coo^lc 
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CARACTACUS. 
Then be it fo. 
But do not think, I counfcl this thro* fear : 
Old as I am, I truft with half our potrers 
I could drive bsclc thefc Romans to their Ihips % 
Daftards, . that come as doth the cow'ring fowler 
To tangle mc with fnares and take me t«nety i 
'Slaves, they fhall find, that ere they gun their prey. 
They have to hunt it boldly with barb'd fpcars, 
And meet Ibch conflift, as the chafed boar 
Gives to his float aflailams. O ye God» t 
That I might inflant i^ce them. 

CHORUS. 

Be thy lbn*» 
The onfct. 

ARVIRAGU8. 
From his foul that fon doth thank ye, 
Blefling the wifdom, that prcletves his father 
Thus to the laft. O if the fav'ring Gods 
Direftthbann, if their high wilt permit, 
I pour a profperous TCngcancc on the foe, 
1 alk for life no longer, than to crowa 

S a The 
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The valiant talk. Steel then, ye powers of heav'n. 
Steel my firm foul with your own fortitude. 
Free from alloy of paffion. Give me courage. 
That knows not rage ; revenge, that knows not malice s 
Let me not thirft for carnage, but for conqueft : 
And conqueft gMii'd, fleep vengeance in my brcal^ 
Ere in its iheath my fword. 

CARA CTACUS. 

O hear his father ' 
If ever raOinefs fpuPd mc on, great Gods, 
To afts of danger thirfting for renown i 
If ere my eager foul purfu'd its courfe 
Beyond juft reafon's limit, vifit not 
My faults on him. I am the thing you made me, 
Vindiftive, bold, precipitate, and fierce ; 
But as you gave to htm a milder mind, 
O blefs him, blcfs him with a milder fete ! 

EVELINA. 
Nor yet unheard let EvztiNA pour 
Her pray'rs and tears. O hear a haplefs maid, 
That ev'n thro' half the years her life has numbcr'd, 
Ev'n nine long years has drag'd a trembling being, 

Befet 
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Bcfct with pains and perils. Give her peate t 
And, to endear it more, be that bleft peace 
Won by her broAcr's fword. O blefe his aim. 
And blels his valiant followen. One, and all 

ELIDURUS entering armi. 
Hear, heav'n ! and let this pure- and virgin prayer 
Plead ev'n for Elidurus, whofc fad foul 
Cannot look up to your immortal thrones. 
And urge his own requeft : Elfe would he aflc. 
That all the dangers of th* approaching %ht 
Might ^ on him alone : That every fpear 
The Romans wield might at his breall be um'd ; 
Each arrow darted on his rattling helm { 
That fo the brother cS this beauteous mud. 
Returning fafe with viAory and peace. 
Might bear diem k> her bofom. 

CHORUS. 

Now rile all. 
And heav'n, that knows, what moft ye ought to afk. 
Grant all ye ought to have. Behold, the ftars 
Are faded -, univerfal darknefs reigns. 
Now is the dreadful hour, now will our torches 

S 3 Glare 
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Glare with mort Uvid (lorror, oow our Ihriekf 
And clankiRg snns vltl more a^wll the ioe. 
But heed, ye Bards, thatforthefign of onfet 
Ye found the anticnaft of all your rhymes, 
Whofe birth tradition aote* not, nor who fram'd 
Its lofty {brains : The force of that high ur 
Did JuLiu« feel, when, fir'd by it, our fathers 
Firfl: drove him recreant to his (hips i and il] 
Had far'd his fecond landing, but that fate 
Silenc'd the matter Bard, who led the fong. 
Nowfonh, brave Pair! Go, withour UeJIing gO} 
Mute be the march, as ye afecnd the hiU :. 
Then, when ye bear the finind of our flirill trumpet 
Fall on the Sac. 

CARACTACUS. 

Now gloiy be thy guide t 
Pride of my foul, go forth and conquer. 
R V E L I N A. 

Brother, 
Yet one embrace. O thow much honoured Stranger, 
I charge thee Sght by my dear brother's fide. 
And fhield him from the foe i for he is brav^ 

And 
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And will irith bold and well-direOed arm 
Return thy fiiccour. {ExaM A'viragus and Elidunut 
CHORUS. 
Now, ye Pndls, irith fpeed 
Strew on the altar's hdght your lacred leaves. 
And light the morning flame. But why ia this i 
Why doth our brother Mad(ml ihitch his harp 
From yonder bough i Why this way bend his ftep ? 

CARACTACUS. 
He is entranced. The fillet burfts, that bound 
His liberal locks; his fiiowy vcftments fall 
In ampler folds ; and all his floating form 
Poth feem to gliften with divinity ! 
Yet is he fpeechlcfs. Say, thou Chief of Bard«» 
What is there in this airy vacancy. 
That thou with fiery and irr^^lar glance 
Sbouldft fcan thus wildly ? wherefore heaves thy breaft i! 
Wbyftarti— . 



$4 CHO: 

L „. ..Cookie 



CHORUS. 
ODE. 

Hark i hrard ye not 7011 footftep dread, 
That fbook the earth wRh thund'ring tread ? 

*Twas Death.— In hafte 

The Warrior paft ; 
High tower'd his helmed head : 

I mark'd his tnul, I mark'd his Ihield, 
I 'fpy'd the fparkling of his i^^sr, 

I faw his giant arm the ^chion wield } 
Wide wav'd the bick'ring bUde, and fir'd the angry air. 

On me (he cry*d) my Britons, wait. 
To lead you to the field of fan 

I come : Yon car. 

That deares the air, 
Defcends to throne my ftate : 

I mount your Champion and your God. 
My proud ftecds neigh beneath the Aong ; 

Hark ! to my wheels of brafi, that rattle loud I 

Hark ! to my * clarion (hriU, that brays the woods among ! 

* Here one of thf Drwdi blows die (acred tnunpM. 

Fear 
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Fear not now the fever's fire. 

Fear not now the death-bed groan. 
Fangs that tOTture* pains that tire. 

Bed-rid :^e with feeble moan : 
Thefe domeftic terrors wut 
Hourly at my palace gue ; 

And when o'er Oodifbl reidnis my rack I wwr^ 

Thele on the tyrant kmg and coward Have 
Ruih with Tlndi^w rage, and dang them to theii- gaait. 

But ye, my Sons, at this hig^ hour 
fihall Ihare the fulncfi of my power ; 

From all your bows. 

In level'd rows. 
My own dread fliafts fti^ fiiowec. 

Go then to conqucft, gladly go. 
Deal forth nty dole of deftiny. 

With all my fury dalh the trembling foe 
Down to thofe daikfime deoi, where Ronoc's pale 
IpeftresUe. 

^ Vrhere 
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"Where creeps the ninefold ftream profound 
Her black inexoraUe round. 

And on the bank. 

To willows dank. 
The Ihivcring ghofls arc bound. 

Twelve thouland crefccnts all fhall fwell 
To fuU-orb'd pride, and fading die, - 

Ere they again in life's gay manHons dwell : 
Not foch the meed that crowns the Tons of Libertjr. 

Ko, my Britons I battk-0^n. 

Rapture gilds your parting hour : 
I, that all defpotic reign, 

Cljutn but there a moment's power. 
Swiftly the fo'ul of Britifii flame 
Animates fome kindped frame. 

Swiftly to life and light triumphant flies. 

Exults ag»n in martial ec&icies. 
Again for freedom fights, again for freedom i^cau 

CARACTACUS. 
It does. It does ! unconquer'd, undifmay'd. 
The Biitilh foul revives— Champion, lead on, 

IfoUov 
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I follow — give me way. Some blefled Ihaf^ 
Will rid me of this ck^ <£ cumb'rous age; 
And I again fliall in fbmc Ii^{ner mould 
Rife to redeem my country. 

CHORUS. 

Stay thee, Frinc^ 
And mark what clear and amber-fldited clouds 
Rife from the altar's verge, and cleave the flcies: 
O 'tis a prolperous omen I Soon expert 
To hear glad tidings. 

CARACTACUS. 

I mil fend them to thee; 
CHORUS. 
' But fee, a Bard approaches, and he bears them : 
Elfe is his eye no herald to his heart. 

BARD, CHORUS. CARACTACUS. 
CARACTACUS. 
Speedily tell thy tale. 

BARD: 
A tale like mine, 
I trull your ears wiU willin{^y purfue 
Thro' each glad circumftance. Fitfi, Monarch, learn. 
The Roman troop is fied. C H O- 
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CHORUS. 

Great Gods, wc thank ye * 
CARACTACUS. 
Fought they not ere they fled ? O tell me alt. 

BARD. 
Silent, as night, that wrapt us in her veil, 
Wc pac'd up yonder hill, whofe woody ridge 
Cyerhung the ambufli'd foe. No found was heard. 
Step felt, or fight defciy'd : for fafely hid. 
Beneath the purple pall of lacrifice 
Did flcep our holy, fire, nor faw the air, 
*TilI to that pa& we came, where whilom Brute 
Planted his five hoar altars. To our rites. 
Then fwift we hafted, and in one ftiort moment 
The rocky piles were cloth'd with livid flame. 
Near each a white-rob'd Drutd, iriiofe item voice 
Thundered deep execrations on the foe. 
Now wak'd our horrid fymphony, now all 
Our harps terrific hang : Mean while the grove 
Trembled, the ^tars fliook, and thro' our ranks 
Our facred fifters rulh'd in £ibte robes, 
VHth air dilhevel'd, and funeral brands 

. Hurra 
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MurPd round inth menacing fury. On they ru{h'^ 
In fierce and frantic mood, as is their wont 
Amid the magic rite5« they do to Nia^t 
In their deep dens below. Motions tike thefe 
Were never dar'd before in open air ! * 

CHORUS. 
Did I not fay, we had a pow'r within us. 
That might appall ev*n Romans ? 
BARD. 

And it did. 
They ftood aghaft, and to our vollied darts. 
That thick as haH fell on their hdms and corflets. 
Scarce rais'd a warding ftiield. The lacred trumpet 
Then rent the nr, and inftant at the fignal 
Rufh'd down Arviragus with all our vafials ; 
A hot, but fliort-tiv'd, conBIi^ then enfu'd : 
For fi)on they fled. I &w the Romans fly. 
Before I left the field. 

CARACTACUS. 
My fon purfu'd 1 
BAR D. 
The Prince and Elidurus, like twin lions, 

Did 
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Did fide by Tide engage. Death feeni'd to guide 
Their fwords, no ftroke fell fniitlcfs, every wound 
Gave him a viftim. 

CARACTACU9. 

Thus my friend Ebramcui ! 
lU-^tcd pitnce ! didft thou and I in youth 
Unite our valours. In his prime he MU 
On Conway*s banks I faw him fill, and flew 
His murderer. —But how lar (fid they purfue ? 

BARD. 
Ev*n to the ftiips : For I defctyM the rout. 
Far as the twilight gleam would aid nay fight. 

CARACTACU3. 

Now, thanks to Uie bright 6m that ruPd his birili i 
Yes, he witt^oon return to claim my ^eCng, 
And he fiiall have it poui'd in tears of joy 
On his bold breaft ! methought t heard t &tp t 
Is it not his ? 

B A Jt I>. 
*Ta fome of our own tram, 
And as I think, they lead fix Romans capdve. 

CHO- 
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CHORUS. CARACTACUS, CAPTIVES. 
CHORUS. 
My brethren, bear the prifooers to the cavern, " 
Till we demand them. 

CARACTACUS. 

Paufe ye yet a while. 
They feem oi bold demeanor, and have helms. 
That fpeak them leaders. Hear me, Romans, bear. 
That you are captives, is the chance (^ war : 
Yet captives as ye are, in Britain's eye 
Ye are not flaves. Barbarians, tho' ye call us. 
We know the native rights, man claims from man, 
And therefore never fliall we gall your necks 
With chains, or drag you at our fcythed cars 
In arrogance of triumph. Nor 'till taught 
By Rome (what Britain fure 0iou1d fcorn to learn) 
Her aivaricc, will we barter you for gold. 
True, ye are captives, and our country's fafety 
Forbids, we give you back to liberty : 
We give you therefore to the immortal Gods, 
To them we life you in the radiant cloud 
Of &criike. They may in limbs a£ freedom 

Replace 
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Replace your free-born fouls, and their high mercy 
Haply Ihall to fome better world advance you ; 
Or elfe in this reftorc that golden gift. 
Which loft, leares life a burden. Does there breathe 
A wretch fo *pall*d with the vain fear of death 
Can call this cruelty ? 'tis love, 'as mercy. 
And grant, ye Gods, if ere I'm made a captive*' 
I meet the like fair treatment from the foe, 
Whofc ftronger ftar quells mine. Now lead them on* 
And, while they live, treat them, as men Ihould men* 
And not as Rome treats Britain, ^Exeunt Captives. 

Druid, thefe, 
Ev*n Ibould their chief efcape, may to the Gods 

In licrifice Whence was that Ihriek ? 

EVELINA, CARACTACUS, CHORUS. 
E V E L I K A. 

My father. 
Support me, take me trembling to your arms i 
All is not well. Ah mc, my fears o'ercome me I 

CARACTACUS. 
What means my child? 

E VE- 
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EVELINA,- 

AI^ we are betray'A 
Ev*n now as watidring iA ydn eaftcm grove 
I caird the God^ to aid us, the dread found 
Of many hafty fteps did meet mine ear : 
This way they preft. 

C Aft ACT ACUt 

Daughter, thy fears arei^. 

EVELINA., 
Methought I faw the flame of lighted brands. 
And what did glitter to my dazzled ligh^ 
Like fwords and helms. 

CARACTACUS. 

AU| all the feeble ctnnage 
Of maiden fear. 

EVELINA. 
Nay, if mine ear mi&)ok not, 
1 heard the trutor*s voice, who that way 'fcap*d« 
Callfaig to arms. 

CARACTACUS. 

Away with idle terrors I 
Know,thybrBvcbroth«'shelmUMowa'dfl^conqueft^ 
T Ow 
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Oar Foes are fled, thar leaden are our captives. 
Smile, my kr'd child, and imitace the fun. 
That rifea ruddy from behind yon oaks 
To hail htm vi&er. 

C H O H U S: 
That the riling, fun I 
O horrorl h(HTor! facrilegiout fires 
Devour our groves : They bfauie, they blaze ! O found 
The trump agunj recall the prince, orall 
Is loft. 

CARACT ACUS. 

Druid, vhere is thy fortitude i 
Do not I live i Is not this holy fword 
Firm in my gnSjpi I vrill prcferve your groves. 
Britons, I go : Let thofe that dare die tioUf, 
Follow iny flxp, [Exit CanUIaait. 

EVELINA-. 

=" O Either does he go ? 

Return, return : Ye holy men, recaU him. 
What is his arm againft a h^ of Romans i 
OlhaveloftaJathtfr! 

C H O- 
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C H O R O S 
RutUoTi GodiJ 
Ye tike av>r oUr Ibub : A gcKtiid pwU 
Reigns thro' tbe grare. O&ft .my bn^n^&y. 
To aid the king, .Rj to prefem T^atir «ll«n I 
Alas! 'tis all in Tain; our fate is-£tt. 
Lo<^ tlMie, }o6k there, thpu mifirabfe nuid t 
Behold thy bleeding brother. 

AKVIRAGU8, ELIOVRUS, BVBLIN4, 

C K O R U a. 

ARVIRAODS. 

Thanks, good you6l 
Safe haft thou brought me to that holy (^, 
Where I did wilh to die. Support me ftill. 
O, I am lick to death. Yet one ftep more : 
Now lay me gently down. I would drag out 
This life, tho' at fome coft of throbs and pangs, 
Juft long enough to cUim my ftther's blefllng, 
And figh my laft breath in my Sfter's arms.— 
And here Am kneels, poor maid ! all dumb with grief. 
Kiftrain thyfortow, gentleftEvBUNA; 
True, thou d<« fee me bleed : I Meed to death. 

T 2 EVE.. 
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E V E L t M A. 
Say'ft thou to death? OGods! [be barbed (hafc 
Is buried irt his brcalt. Yes, he mufl: die i 
And I, aksl aiil doom'd to fee him die. 
Where are your heiding arts, mcdidnal herbs* 
Ye bdj men, your wonder-working fpeUs ? 
Pluck me but out thb fhaft, ibnch but this blood. 
And I will coll down blellings on your heads 
y^ith fuch a fervency — And can ye not I 
Then let me beg you on my bended knee. 
Give to my mifery fome opiate drug. 
May fliut up all my fenfcs.— Yes, good Others, 
Mingle the pbdon fo, that it may kill me 
Juft at the inftant, this poor languiiher 
Heaves hii laft £gh. 

ARVIRAGUS. 
Talk riot dius wikily, fiftcr. 

Think on mw father's agi 

EVELINA, 

Alas I my brother ! 
We have no.faUicr nowj or tf we have, 
He is a captive. 

A R V I- 
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ARVIR AG U S. 
Captive I O my wound I 
It iKngs naenow- — -But is it fo ? {fttmi^g to tbeChmu. 
CHORUS. 

Alas) 
We know no moce, fiive that he fallkd fingle 
To meet the foe, whofe unexpected hoft 
Round by the eaft had wound their fraudful march. 
And fit^d our groves. 

ELIDURUS. 

Q &tal, £ual valour I 
Then is h^ feiz'd, or flaln. 

ARVIRAGU5. 

Too fure he is 1 
Druid, not half the Romans met our fwords ; 
We found the fraud too late ; the reft are yonder. 

CHORUS. 
How could they gain the pais ? 

A R VI R AG U S. 

The wretch, that fled 
That way, retum'd,- condudHng half their powers j 
And— But thy pardoo, youth, I will not wound thee, 
T 3 He 
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He is tfaf brodier. 

ELlDOftUS. 
Tbtu tuj haoenHmiil 
Siall force die Mood fiom dw drteficd bean, 
Tbat holds alliance with lum. 

AKVIKAGUS. 

EUDVKVSy 

HdU, « our Aiend&ip, hdd. Thon noble yoodi. 
Look on this innocent nuid. She muft to Rome, 
CapdvetoRome. Thou feeft warm life flow from me* 
Ere longflte*!! barrnofaFodier. HeavVs my witneis, 
I do not mlb, that thou fhouldll lire the fltTC 
Of Rome : But yet ihe is my lifter. 
ELIDURUS. 

Pri»ce, 
Thou ui^eft that, might make me drag an age 
In fetters worTe than Roman. I will live. 
And while I live 

Enter BARD. 
Fly to your caverns, Druids, 
The grovt*8 befct around. The chief approaches. 

C H O- 
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CHORUS.. 
Let him approach, we will confront his pride. 
The Seer that rules amid the grores of Mona 
Has not to fear his fury. What tho' age 
Slackens our linews ; what tho' ihield and fword 
Give- not their iron aid to guard our body } 
Yet virtue arms our fbuU and 'gunft that panoply 
What 'vuls the rage of robbers i Let him come. 

ARVIRAGUS. 
I faint q>ace.— Yc venerable men. 
If ye can fave this body from pollution. 
If ye can tomb me in this iacred place, 
. I truft ye will. I foaght to fave thefe groves. 
And, fruitlefs tho* I fought, Ibme grateful oak, 
I truft will fpread its reverential gloom 
O'er my pale afhes — ^Ah I that paag was death I 

My filler. Oh! [Dw. 

ELIOURUS. 
She&inol Ahraifeherl— ■ ■ 
EVELINA. 

Yes, 
Now he is dead. I felt his i^iiit go 

T 4 In 
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In a cold Qgh, an'd as it paft, methot^hc 
It paus'd a while, and trembled on my lips ! 
Take me not from him : Breathlefs as he is, 
He is my brother ftill, and if the Gods 
Do pleale to grace him with fome happier being. 
They ne'er can give to him a fonder fiftcr. 

CHORUS. 
Brethren, furround the corle, and, ere the fbe 
Approaches, chaunt with meet fokmnity 
That grateful dirge your dying champion claims. 
SEMICHOBUS. 

Lo, where incumbent o'er the Ihade 

Rome's rav'ning eagle bows her beaked head ! 

Yet while a moment fate affords. 

While yet a moment freedom fta^. 

That moment, which outweighs 

Eternity's unmcafur'd hoatds. 

Shall Mona's grateful Bards employ 

To hymn their godlike Hero to the flcy. 

SEMICHORUS. 
Ring out, ye nwrtal flsings j 
Anfwer thou heavenly hirp, ioftioA with fpi^t all. 

That 
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That o*er the jafper arch felf-warbling fwings 
Of blefl: Andrasts's throne : 
Thy lacred founds alone 
Can celebrate the M ' 

Of bold AaviiiAOus — [Enter AulusDiJiiu and Remans. 
AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS. EVELINA, ELIDURU8. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Ye bloody priefts* 
Behold we burft on your infernal rites. 
And bid you paufe. loftant reftore our fbldicrs. 
Nor hope that fuperftition's nithlefe ftcp 
Shall wade in Roman gore. Te lavage men. 
Did not our laws give licence to all tilths. 
We would o'ercurn your alurs, headlong heave 
Thefe fhapcleis fymbols of your barbarous Gods, ' 
And let the golden fun into your cavet. 

CHORUS. 
Servant of Casar, has thine impious ningue . 
jBpent the Uack renom of its btaffdiemy ? 
It has. Then take our curTes on thine head,' 
Ev'n his fell cudes, who doth reign in Mona, 
Vic^erent of thde Gods thy i^de infults. 

AULUS 
D,.„...,CoogIc 
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AULUS DIDIUS. 
Bold pricft, I fcorn thy curies, »nd thyfclf. 
Soldier, go fearch the caves, and free the prifoners. 
Take heed, ye feizc Caractacus alive. 
Aireft yon youth ( load him with henieft irons. 
He fluU to CvESAB. anfwer for his crime. 

ELIDUKUS. 
I ftand prepw'd to triumph in ray crime. 

AULUS niDIUS. 
Tis well, proud boy— Look to the beauteous maid, 

[9V tbefiUieri. 
That tranc'd in grief, bends o*er yon bleeding corle, 
Refpe^ her fonows. 

EVELINA. 
Hence ye baiiiarous men, 
Ye fhall nbt take him weltring thus in blood. 
To ihew at Rome, what Britilb virtue was. 
Avaunt! The bFcathle:& body that ye touch 
Was once Aktieagus I 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Fear ui not, Princefi, 
We revercnfie die dead. 

CHO- 
...... CooqIc 
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CHORUS. 

Would too to he»r*n, 
Te rerereiK^d the Gods but ev*n enough 
Not to debafe vitfa lUvery's cruel chain* 
What they created free. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
The Ilomans fight 
Not to enfiav^ but humanize the world. 

c |l o R U S. 
Go too, we ^ not parley with thee, Roman ; 
loftant pronounce our doom. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Hear it, and thank us. 
This once our clemency Ihall ^re your groves. 
■ If at our call ye yield the Britifli king : 
Yet learn, when next ye ud Uie foes of C^bmb, 
That each old oak, whole Iblemn gloom ye boaft* 
Shall bow beneath our axes. 

CHORUS. 

Be they blafbd, 
Whene*er their ibadc forgets to Ihelter virtue; 
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Enter BARD. 
Mourn, Mona, mourn. Caractacus is piptivc! 
And doft thou fmile, falfe Roman ? do not think 
He fell an eafjr prey. Know, ere he yielded, 
Thy braveft veterans bled. He too, thy fpy. 
The bale Briganiian prince, hath feaTd his fi^ud 
With death. Burfting thro* armed ranks, that hemm'd 
The caitiff ronnd, the brave CAHACTAcva 
Seiz*d his falfe throat; and as he gave him death 
Indignant thunder*d, * Thus b my laft ftroke 
« The ftrwke of juftice.* Numbers then oppreft him : 
I law the Have, that cowardly behind 
Knlon'd his arms ; I law the &cred fword 
Writh'd from his grafp : I faw, what now ye fee, 
Inglorious fight I thole barbarous bonds upon him. 
CARACTACUS, ^ULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS, &c. 

CARACTACUS. 
Romans, methinks the malice of your tyrant 
Might fufnilh heavier chfuns. Old as I am. 
And wither'd as you fee thefc war-worn limbs, 
Truft me, they fhall fupport the wcightieft load 

Injustice dares impofe. 

Proud- 
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Froud-creftedfolcSerl \Xo Ditliiu. 
Who feem'ft the infAcMnover in this bufinefs. 
Say, doft thou read Ids ttrror on my brow. 
Than when thou tnet*(t me in the fields of war 
Heading my nations ? No, my free-born foul 
Has fcorn (til! left to Ipailde thro' thefe eyes. 
And frown defiance on thee.— Is it thus I 

{^Seeing hisfitfj hod;;. 
Then I'm indeed a captive. Mighty Gods ! 
My fouU Hiy foul fubmits : Patient it beara 
The pond'rous load of grief ye heap upon it< 
Yes, it will grovel in this ihatter'd breaft. 
And be the iad t«me thingi it ought to be 
Coopt in a fervUe body. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
Droop not. King. 
When Claudius, the great mailer of the world. 
Shall hear the noble ftory of thy valour. 
His pity— — 

CARACTACUS. 
Can a Roman picy, foldier i 
And if he can, Gods I muft a Briton bear it i 

Arti- , 
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ARViHAOtrs, my bold, my bteathlefs boj. 
Thou haft efcap'd fuch pkf ; diou art free. 
Here in high M01& ihall thy noble Urnbs 
Reft in 9 noWe grave i pofterity 
Shall to thy tomb widi annual reverence bring 
Sepulchral ftones, and ]Hle them to the doUds : 
Whilftminc— — . 

AULUSDiblUS. 
The mom doth haften our departure* 
jPrepare thee^ King» to go : A frr'ting gale 
Now fwells our fails. 

CARACTACU3. 
Inhuman, that thou art ! 
Doft thou deny a moment for a father 
To fhed a few warm tears o*er his dead Ton ? 
I tell thee, chief, this aft might clum a life. 
To do it duly j even a longer life. 
Than forrow ever fufier'd. Cruel man ! 
And thou dcnicil me moments. . Be it fo. 
] know you Romans weep not for your children 1 
Ye triumph o'er your tean, and think it valour;. 
I triumph in my tears. Yer, beft-lov'd boy. 
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Yes, I can weep, can fall upon dty carle. 

And I can tear mj hws, thefe few grey hairs. 

The only honoun war tod ^ hare left nw. 

Ah fon t thou might'fl: }un<e r^'d o'er, nunx n 

As did thy royal anecftry 3 Bnt I, 

Ralh that I was, n^er knew tht golden curb 

Dtfcretion haAgs on braT*ry : £Ue perchance 

Thefe men, that faftcn fetters oa thy &tter« 

Had fu'd to him for peace, arid dtum'd his frkndlbip' 

AULU8 DIOIUS. 
But thou waft ftiU iinirfacable to Rome, 
And fcorn'd her friendfliip. 

. CARACTACUS fiartiilg up from tbt bo^y* 
Soldier, I had anns» 
Had neighing fteeds to whiri.niy iron cars. 
Had wealth, tkuninion. Doft thou wonder, Romas, 
I fought to fave diem ? What if Casar. aims 
To lord it univer^ o'er the world, 
Shall the world tamely cnnich at C«sar*s ioocftoal ? 

AULUSDIDiys. 
Read in thy tite our anfwer. Yet if fooner 
Thy pride had yielded— 

C A R A C 
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CA^ACTACUS. 

Thaiik thy Gods, I did nor. 
Had it been &t the glory o£ thy mafter. 
Like my misfbrtunes, had been fhort and trhrial. 
Oblivion's ready prey : No* after ftruggling 
Nine years, and that right bravely *g«nft a tyrant, 
I am his Have to treat ai ieemi him good i 
If cruelly, 'twill be anealy talk 
To bow a wretch> alas I how bow'd dready ! 
Down to the duft : If well, his clemency, 
'When trick'd and varnilh'd by your glofllng penmen, 
VTill fliine in honour's annah, and adorn 
Himfelf } it boots not me. Look there, look there. 
The flave that (hot that dart, kiU'd ev'ry hope 
Of lofiCARACTACDs! AHie, my daughter. 
Alas I poor Prince i art thou too in vDe letters i 

Ife Elidnrms, 
Come hither, youth : Be thou to mc a fon. 
To her a brother. Thus with trembling arms 
I lead you forth ; children, we go to Rome. 
Weep*ft thou, my girl ? I prithee hoard thy tears 
For the iad meeting of thy captiVi mother i 

For 
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For we have much to tell ber. much to fay 
Of thefegood men, who nurtured us in Monai' 
Much of the fraud and malice, that purfu'd us i 
Much of her fon, who pour*d his precious blood 
To fave his fire and lifter : Think'ft thou, maid. 
Her gentlenefs can hear the tale, and live i 
And yet Ihe muft. O Gods, I grow a talker t 
Grief and old age are ever full of words : 
But I'll be mute. Adieu ! ye holy men ; 
"Xet eoc look more— Now lead us hence fm ever. 
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LETTER 



1WA S aware, when I fent you my • Poem, that 
ic would be liable to the very obje£Uons you 
make to it Yet perhaps they mil be obviated 
to your fadsfaAion, when I have lud before you (as 
indeed I ought to have done at firft) the original idea 
which led me to chufe fuch a fubjcft, and to execute 
it in fo peculiar a manner. 

Had I intended to give an exa£t copy of the an- 
tient Drama, your obje^ons to the prelent Poem 
would be unanfwcrable. But my dcHgn was much 
bfs confined. I meant only to purfue the antient me- 
thod, fo far as it is probable a Greek Poet, were be 
alive, would now do, in order to adapt himfelf to the 
genius of our times, and the charafter of our Trage- 
dy. According to this notion, every thing was to be al- 
lowed to the prefent ufte, which nature and Ariftotle 
could pollibly difpeole with i and nothing of intrigue 
or reBnement was to be admitted, at which antient 
judgment could reafonably take oSence. Good fenfe, 
as well as antiquity, prefcribcd an adherence to the 
three great Uniries ; thefe therefore were ftridly ob- 
fervcd. But on the other hand, to follow the mo- 
dern mafters in thole refpefb wherein they had not fa 
faultily deviated from their predecellbrs, a ftory wis 

NOTE. 

* Elfkida, to wUcii thclc Ictten wen prefin in the former 
Editions of that Pocn. 
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cholen, in which the tender ratfter tftan the luMe 
paflions were predominant, and in which even love 
had the principal Ihare. Chara^ers too were dravn 
as nearly approaching to private ones, as Tragic dig- 
nity would permit ; and a^dions railed rather from 
the impuUe of rommon humanity, than the diftiefies 
of royalty and the £ite of lungdoms. Befide this, for 
the fake of nuural embellifhment, and to recondld 
mere modern readers to that fimplidty of fable, in 
which I thought it necci&ry to copy the AntientS, I 
contrived to lay the fcene in an old romantic foreft. 
For, by this means, I was enabled to enliven the 
Foem by various touches of paftoral defcriptioo } not 
mfie£tedly brought in from the ftore-houle of a piAu- 
relque imag^atton, but necelTarily refulting from the 
fceniery of the place itfelf : A beauty jbextremly ftril^ 
3ng in the Cohus of Milton, and the As too like 
IT of Shakefpeare ; and of whidi the <^reek Mufe 
(though fond o{ rural Imagery) has afforded few ex* 
amples, befides that admirable <»c in the PhiloctS- 
TBs of S<^hocIes. 

By this idea I could wlfh you to regulate your crt> 
ticifm. I need not, I thinlc, obfcrve to you that thele 
deviations from the pradHce of the Antients may be 
reafonably defended. For Ve were long ftnce agreed, 
that wheie Love does not degeherate into epifodical 
gallantry, but makes the foundation of the diltre^, 
it is, ft-om the univerlality of its influence, a pallion 
very proper for Tragedy. And I have feen you too 
much moved at the repre(enution of fome of oui 
beft Tragedies oi private ftory, to believe you will con- 
demn me for maUng the other deviarion. 

L E T- 
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LETTER IT. 

I AM glad» yod approre the mftthod, I have taken, 
of fofirniog the rigor of the old Drama. If I 
have, indeed^ fofcened it iufficiently for the modem 
tdte, without parting with tnj of tho eflbitials of 
tbt Oreek method, I haVe obtained my purpoTe : 
whidi was to obviate fome of the popular otje^ons 
made to the ailtient form of Tn^edy. For the cur- 
rent Opinion, you know, is, that by the ftriA adhe- 
rence to the Umiies» it reftraim the genius of the 
Poet t by the limplicity of its conduft, it dlmlnifheS 
1^ pathos of the fable ; and, by the admilEon of a 
continued chonu, prevents that agreable embarrals^ 
Which awakens our attendon, and interefts our paf- 
fions. 

The univerfal veneration, which we pay to the name 
of Shakefpear^ at the fame time that it has improved 
our relilh for the higher beauties of Poetry, has un- 
doubtedly been the ground-work of all this falfe critl^ 
cifm. That difregard, which, in compliance merely - 
with the talle of the times, he fhewed of all the ne- 
ceOary rules of the Drama, hath lince been confidered as 
a chara£teriftic of his vaft and original genius ; and con- 
lequently fet up as a model for fucceding writers. Hence 
M. Voltaire remarks very juflly, *' que le merite de 
*• ect auteur a perdu le Theatre Anglois. Le tems, 
** qui leal fut la reputation da hommes, rend I la 
." fin leora defauts lerpeftablcs." 

Tet, notwithftanding the abfurdity of this low lu« 

perftitioa, die notion is Jo popular amongft Engl^- 

U 4 men. 
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men, that I fear it will never be entirely difcredited, 
till a poet rifes up amoi}gft us with a genius as elera- 
ted and daring as Shakefpeare's, and a judgment as 
fobcr and chaftifed as Racine's. But as ic feems too 
long to wait for this prodigy, it will not furely be 
improper for any one of common talents, who would 
entertain the public without induing its caprice, to 
take the bell models of antiquity for his guides ; and 
to adapt thofe models, as near as may be, to the man- 
ners and tafte of his own times. Unlets he do. both, 
he will, in efietft, do nothing. For it cannot be 
doubted, that the many grofs faults of our Itage are 
owing to the complaifance and fervility, with which 
the ordinary run of writers have ever humoured that, 
illiterate, whimfical, or corrupted age, in which it was 
their misfortune to be born. 

Milton, you will tell me, is a noble exception to 
this oblervation. He is fo, and would have been a 
nobler, had he not run into the. contrary extreme. 
The contempt in which, perhaps with jufHce, he held 
the age he lived in, prevented him from condefcend- 
ing either to amufe or inftrud it. He had, before, 
given to his unworthy Countrymen the nobleft Poem 
that genius, conducted by ancient art, could produce; 
and he had feen them receive it with difr^ard, if 
not with diflike. Confcious therefore of his own 
dignity, and of their demerit, he looked to pofterity, 
only for his reward, and to poltetity only direifted hia 
future labours. Hence it was perhaps, that he formed 
his Sampson 'AooMSTES on a model more fimple 
and fevere than Alhens herfelf would have-deroandwl } 
and took ^fchylus for his maftcr rather than So- 
, . . - phoclcs 
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phoclcs or Euripides : intending by this CondilA to 
put as great a diftancc as poflible between himfelf and 
his contemporary writers ; and to make his work (ai 
be himfelf faid) much tUffereni from what amot^ tbem 
faffed for the befi. The fuccefi of the Poem was, ac- 
cordingly, what one would have expefted. The age, 
it af^ared in, treated it with total negleft ; neither 
hath that pofterity, to which he appealed, and which 
has done juftice to moft oi his other writings, as yet 
given to this ezceltent piece its full meafure of po- 
pular and univeriat fame. Perhaps, in your dofet, 
and that of a few more, who UnaffeAedly admire 
genuine nature and antient fimplicity, the Agonil^ 
may bold a diftingui(hed rank. Yet, furely, we can- 
not lay (in Hamlet's phrafe) ** that it fUafti the Mit- 
tien \ it is fiiU Caviar to' the general" 

Hence, I think, I may conclude, that unlefs one 
would be content with a very late and very learned 
pofterity, Milton's conduct in this point fhould not be 
followed. A Writer of tragedy mull certainly adapt 
bimfelf more to the genera) tafte i becaufe the Dra- 
matic, of all lunds of Poetry, ought to be moft uni- 
verfally reiilhcd and underftood. The Lyric Mufe 
•ddreiles herfelf co the imagination of a reader j tiie 
DidaOic to his judgment ; but the Tragic ftrikes di- 
reftly on his paflions. Few men have a ftrength <rf 
imagination capable of purfuing the flights of Pin- 
dar } many have not a clearnefs of apprchenfion 
fuited to the rcafonings of Lucretius and Pope : But 
every man has paflions to be excited ; and tvcry man 
ieels tbem excited by Shakefpeare. 

But, 
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But, though Trtgedy be thus chiefly dlreacd to Om 
iKart, It Ault be obterred, that it will feldom at»in 
in end without the coacurrent approbation of tfac 
judgment. And to procure thii, die artifid^ con- 
ibuftioD of the iable goes a great way. In Franoe, 
the excdience of thur feveral poea is chiefly meafurcd 
by this ftaodard. And amongft our own writers, if 
you orcept Shakefpeare (who indeed ought, for his 
other virtues, to be exempt from common rules) yo« 
will find, that the moft regular of their compofcioa* 
is generally reckoned their Onf ^otwortt witnefs the 
M fur Lpw of Dryden. the yaia frtjervti of Oc- 
wty, and the Jam Sbvt of Rowe. 

LETTER III. 

TH £ icheme, yoa pn^Ktfed in your laft, b 1 
own pradicable enough. Undoubtedly, moft 
part of the Diali^>K of the Chorus might be put 
into the mouth of an Emma or Matilda, who, wiA 
fome Kttle Ihew of fiilcrly concernment, might be ea- 
fily made to claim kindred with Earl Athelwokl. 
Nay, by the addition of a fdw unneceflary inci- 
dents, which would coft me no more than they are 
worth in contriving, and an unmeaning perfonage or 
two, who would be as little cxpence in creating, 
I believe I OMild quickly make the whole toler*- 
bly fit for an Engli/h Audience. 

But for all this I cannot perfuade myfelf to ea- 
ter upon the talk. I have, I know not how- 
(like many of my betters) contraded a kind of 

vase- 
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Yeneratlon &r the old Chorasj and am wUIiog; to 
think it eflential to the Tragic Drama. t<jQ Hull 
hear the reafons that incline me go this judgmsnu 
They nfpcd the Peet and the /iudtmct^ 

Ic Is ^;raed, I thitik, on all bands, that in the 
condud of a fable, ihc adniflien of a Chorus lays 
a necefiary roftraint on dw Ptet, The tw« Unitiea 
•f dme and place, are eftecmed by ioax o( Icfs 
confequcnce in our modern Tragedy, than the third 
Unity of A^on i but admit a Chorus, and you mutl, 
of neceflity, reftore them to thofc aqual rights, which 
they antiently enjoyed, and yet claim, by the Charter 
of Ariftotle. For the diftrence, which the ufe of cb< 
Chorus makes, is this : The modern Drama contents 
itlelf with a h& tepr^emtti } the antlent requires ic 
to be rtprtfcnttd h^wt SftHatoru Now as it cann<x 
be fupp^ed, dut thefe Spectators ihould accompany 
the chief perbnag^ into jvivaie apartments, one &igl« 
Scene, or Mi/jr ijf Pkci, becomes ftii^y neccflary. 
And as thefe Speftatora are aflemUcd on purpoft to 
obferve and bear a part in the adion, the time of that 
tMtm becomes, q£ courfe, that oi the fpeAaclc or 
reprefentkdon iticlf ^ ic being unrtafonabte to make 
the Spefbuora attend fo long, at die Poet, ia bring" 
ing about his Cauftrophe, may require. And this is 
ufually tht praftin of the Uitient Stagfc The mo- 
dem, on the contrary, regards Very linle theft two 
capital refttaints % and its difufe of the Orarus helps 
greatly to conceal the abfiirdity. For the Poet, with- 
out oSeoding £> much againft the bws of probabi- 
lity, may lead his pcrfoMges from one part to ano- 
ther of tiw Hum paUce or dty, 1^0 they have only 

a pavl- 
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A paultry Servuit or tnligaificant Confidant to attmd 
them. He may think himfelf at liberty to fpend 
two or three days, months, or even years, in com- 
pleadng his fiory ; to clear the (tsgt at the end» or, 
if he plealb, in the middle of every aft : and, be- 
ing under no controul of the Chorus, he can break 
the continuity of the Drama, juft where he thinks it 
convenient i and, by the afliftance of a briik fugue 
and a good violin, can perfuade his audience, that 
■s much time has dapfed as hb Hero's, or rather 
his own diftrefs, may demand. 

Hence it is, that fecrct intrigues become (as 
Mr. Dryden gravely calls them) the hemtits tf our 
modem Stagt. Hence it is, that Incidents, and Buftle, 
and Bufintfsj fupply the place of Simplicity, Nature, 
and Pathos : A happy change, perhaps, for the ge- 
nerality of writers', who might otherwife find it im- 
pollible to fill c<tte ioHgut eanitrt ie cinq aSes, which 
a Writer, fuiBcientty experienced m thele matters, 
fays, efi fi froM^eufemmt dij^iit a rempUr /ms E- 
fifoda. 

Butt whatever thefe Flay-makers may have gained 
by reje^ing the Chorus, the true Poet has loft con- 
iiderably by it. For he has loft a graceful and 
natural refource to the embellilhments of Pidu- 
refque Delcripuon, fublime allegory, and. whatever 
elle comes under the denomination of pure Poetry. 
Shakefpearc, indeed, had the power of introducing 
this naturally^ and, what is moft ftrange, of joining 
it with pure PaJfioH, But I make no doubt, if we 
had a Tragedy of his formed on - the Greek model, 
we ftiould find in it more frequent, if not nobler in- 

ftances 
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ftances of his )ug^ Poetical capacity, than in my 
' Hngle compolttion be has left us. I think you have 
• proof of tbia in thofe parts of bit hiAorioU pbyi. 
which are called Choruses, and written in the com- 
mon Dialogue metre. And your imagination tnll 
ealily conceive, how fine an ode tfie defcription of die 
night preceding the battle of Agincourtt would have 
made in bis hands i and what additional grace it would 
recdTc from that form t^ compolidon. 

"With the means of introducing Poetry naturally 
is loft, alfo, the opportunity of conveying moral 
refieAions with grace and propriety. But this comet 
more properly under conliderarion, when 2 give yoa 
my thoughts on the advantage the audience recemd 
from a well-conduAed Chorus. 



L E T T E R IV. 

IN my lalt I took no norice of that fuperior pomp 
and majcfty, which the Chorus neceflarily added 
to the fccne of the Drama. I made no remarks on 
the agreable variety it introduced into the verGfi- 
cation and metre i nor fhewed how, by uniting the 
harmony of the Lyre to the pomp of the Bulkin, 
muGc became intimately conneded with it, and fur- 
nilhed ic with all its additional graces. ThcTe and 
many other advantages I might have infifted upon, 
had I thought them ib material as the two I men- 
tbned i the latter of which, namely, its being a pro- 
per vehicle for moral and feotimeot, iS'',fo material, 
4 that 
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thit I tUnW nottiiag can fo(tih\f fXon* for the Mk 

«rk. 

In diofe pttts vf the Dftma, wlun the ju^gmcnc 
of a min Midunn it meft lUbl* to bt miltod ^ 
what pafles before iti view, the cblef «£tors are g^ 
nerally too much agftaesd.by tbeAirioua paAIons. «r 
too much sMtscftcd by the tendter omSi to thiiA 
coolly^ and impre& en the fpeAueri a moral fend- 
ment properly. A Coitfidint or Serviiit has Icldom 
fiude enough to dq it, never dignity eaou^ i« makt 
It r^arded. Inftead therefor* of tlwfc, tho AAWna 
were provided wicb a band of ^ftv^uilhtd ftfOnn, 
not merely eapabl« of fixug aod lietrui^. t>u( «f 
ai^ng, advifing, and rvBeftifig i ffon) ^ leadur 
of which a moral {entiment never came unnaturalljTi 
but fuiubly and gracefully .^ and from the troop it- 
(elf, a poKtical flow of tender commiferation, of reU- 
gioua fupplication, or of virtuous criumf^, was ever 
ready to heighten the pathos, to infpire a reverential 
awe of the D«ky, and co advance the caUle of btK^ 
and of truth. 

If you ajk me, how it augmented the pathetic, I 
cannot give you a better anfwer than the jthii V^sy 
has done in his diflertation on the fub]eA> publilbed 
in the Mtmein tk VAeai. dei Inftr. iSc. " It ef-> 
** &&ed this (lays he) both in its eda and tHait^m. 
** The wonderftjl power of Mufic and the pance 
** is univerfally allowed. And, as thefe were always 
** accompaniments to the Odes, there is no doubt bat 
** they contributed greatly to move ilie pafllons. 
** It was necefTary that there ftioutd be odn or 
" iotennedes, but it was alfo ncce0ary, that theft 
*< intermedes 
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•■ inttrmedM fliould not fufier the flunds <^ tht Au- 
** dience to cool* but* on the coon^ry, &(mld fup- 
** port and fortify thole paflions which the preriou* 
<* fcenes bad already cxdccd. Nothing inagjiiable 
*■ cotdd produce thii t&& better, dun the choral 
** fongs and dances, which filled the mind with ideas 
** comTpondiag to the Aib^eA, and never failed ta 
** add new forCe to the ^Entkoeate of the principal 
" peifonage*. In the Dialof uc alio, the Chorus 
■* Arved ID ao¥e the {aQIons, by fhewing to the 
** fpeftaum other ^peaators ftrongly a&ded by the 
** sAioii. A SpBBt9C]B of fuch a Itkui as is fitted » 
" eiccite in us the paflioni of Tpr^, and Pitj, 
" will not of itftif fo ftrongly affcft ui, as whea 
*< we (ce others. al&, affcfbtd by it. The paint' 
'* eis hxve generally undadood this lecret, and have 
** had recourie to m cxpcdieDt, fiaiiUr to that 
** of die Chorus ef the poet*. Not content with 
*f the finite rqirerentattoa of an biftorical events 
" they have alio added groups of al&ftaDt figures, 
<* and exprsft in thnr faces the diftcent paflions, 
f* they would hare their [Hfture excito. Nay they 
** fomedmes inlift into their iervice even irrational 
** aaimals. In the fim^httr tf tin hmumtSt le Brun 
** was not l«tiafied with expreffing all the hor- 
" lor. of which Uk fubjed is naturally capable^ 
** he has alio painted two htvfca with their hair 
M Utandmg on end, and (buting back, as afiraif 
** to tramt^ upon the Ueeding infanu. This is 
** an artifice wbidi has often been employed, zui 
** which has always fucceeded. A good poet (hould. 
** do the &iBCi and IphigeoU fitpuld not be fuf- 
3 » fctsd 
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•* fered to appear on the Theatre, without being 
** accompanied with pcrfons capable of feeling her 
•• misfortunes." 

Had this ingeniom Abb£ feen the Vinous Bclli- 
&rius of Yandjke, I am apt to bdierc he would 
have thought it a much more noble illuftrati<m of 
the matter. The Soldier in that piece, though fo 
moch condemned by our modem Pn^eKin of Firti 
for being, as they fay, the principal Figure, is the 
rery thing which raifes this pi&ure from a fimple 
Portrait (which it muft otheiwile have been) to the 
£neft moral painting -, and in Greece would have 
placed the p£nter anungft that dais of Artifis, which 
they efteemed the nobleft, the HOOTPAM)!. The 
greateft Tragic Poet could not have nuiisd a more 
ezquifite diftrefs than this judicious painter baa done 
by the attitude of that Soldier ( as well as by the 
fubordinatc figures, which, with great prc^riety, are 
female ones \ nothing being fo likely to raUe in a 
military mind that mixture of pity and diiiiain, wUch 
he wanted to exprefs, as to fee fuch a hero relieved 
by charity, and that too the chariry of g^Is and dd 

But, returning to my fubjeft, I will juft obierve 
to you, lYax, if it be proper to afltft an audience 
in relifhing the pathetic, by fbcwing an imitadoa 
of that pathos in the Chorus, it is much more fo 
to inftruft them how to be afiefted properly, with 
die charafters and anions which are reprefcntcd in 
the courfe of th& Drama. The charaAer of Fierr£ 
in Venice preferoed, when left entirely to the judg- 
ment of the audience, is perh^ one of the moft 
improper 
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Improper for public view, that ever was produced 
on any ftage. It is almoft impoQible, but fome part 
of (be fpedators fliould go from the reprefentation 
with very falfe and immoral imprelTions. But had 
the Tragedy been written on the antient plan i 
had Pierre's character been drawn juft as it is, and 
fome few alterations made in JafHcr's, I know no 
two charaftcrs more capable of doing fervice in a mo- 
ral view, when juftly animadverted upon by the Cho- 
rus. I don't fay, I would have trufted Otway with 
the writing of it. 

To have done, and to releafe you. Bad chara&ers 
become on this plan as harmlefs in the hands of the 
Poet, as the Hiftorian ; and good ones become infi- 
nitely more ufeful, by how much the Poetic is more 
forcible than the Hiftorical mode of Inftruition. 



LETTER V. 

TH E reafon, why in a former Letter you ad- 
vifed me to alter the Chorus, is made very 
apparent in your laft. For, by perfuading me to gee 
^ Odes fet to mulic, and to rifk the Play on the 
ftagCj I underftand only that you are willing^ any 
how, to make it a more profitable work for ing( than 
it can poOlbly be by means of the prels alone. 

Yet cert^nly. Sir, one iuigle reflexion on our Bri- 
tifh pit will make you change your fentiments ef- 
^ually. Think only on the trial made by M. Ra- 
cine, in a nation much before ours, in a tafle for pro- 
bability and decorum in Theatrical diverOons. In his 
X two 
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two laft Tragedies, you know> he haa fully fuccecdet) 
in the very thing I aimed at i and has adapted a noble 
imitation of ancient fioiplicity to die tafte of his owa 
times : particularly in his AtbaUaj a poem in which 
the moR: fuperb and auguft fpetfUcle, the tnpft inte- 
rcfting event,' and the moft fublimo fiow of inf|Mred' 
Poetry, are all nobly and naturally united. Yet I 
am told, that neither that, nor the Efiher, ret^ns ha 
Chorus, when reprefcnted on the French Theatre. 

To what is this owing ? To the refinement moft ccr^ 
tainly of our modern mufic. This art is now carried 
tofuch apitchof perfedion, or if you will of corruption, 
which makes it utterly incapable of being an adjund to 
Poetry. II y a grand afparmci, que- let pr»grej qtie vom 
avez fails dans la mufique, ont nut tnfin i ceux dt U veri- 
table Tragedie. Cefi un talent ^ qui a fait tort 4 tm autre ; 
fays M. Voltaire with his ufual tafte and judgment. 
Our different cadences, our divifions, variations, re* 
petitions, without which modern mufic cannot fubfift, 
are entirely improper for the exprelFion of poetry, and 
were fcarce known to the Antients. 

But could this be managed, the additional ez- 
pence necelTarily attendant on fuch a performance. 
would make the matter imprafticable. This M^. 
Drydcn forefaw Iwig ago. The paffage is curious. 

** A' new Theatre, much more ample and much 
*' deeper, muft be made for that purpofe-, befidca 
*' the coft of fometimes forty or fifty habits: which 
** is an expcnce too large to be fupplied by a compa- 
" ny of a£ton. It is true, I fliould not ■ be forry to ■ 
*' fee a Chorus on a Theatre, more thin as large 
** and as deep again as ours, buUt and adonied at s 
** King's 
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*" King's charges -, and on that condition, «nd another, 
** which is, that my hands were not bound behind 
" me, as now they are, I ffiould not defpair of mak- 
" ing fuch a Tragedy as might be both inftruEiive and 
** deiightful according to the manner of the Grecians." 
What he means by having bis bands bound, I imagine, 
!s, that he was either engaged to his fubfcribers for a 
Tranfladon of Vii^il, or to the manager of the Thea- 
tre for fo many plays a feafon. This fufirage of Mr. 
Dryden is, however, very appofite to the prefent point. 
It ferves, alfo, to vindicate my defign of imitating the 
Gredc Drama. For if he, who was fo prejudiced to 
the modern ftage, as to think intrigue a capital beauty 
in it ; if he, I fay, owns that the grand fecret prodejft 
et delegare was the charaderifttc of the Greek Drama 
only, nothing can better juftify my prefent attempt 
than the approbation he gives to it in this pafTage. 

Having now fettled with you all matters of general 
criticifm, I hope in your next you will give me. your 
obje&iona to fcenes^ ffeecbes-, images^ &c. And be 
alTured I fhall treat your judgment in thefe matters 
trith greater deference, than I have done in what re- 
lated to the St^ and the Chorus. 

Pemiroke HaU^ 1751. 
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*ILLUSTRAT10NS. 

Page 175. j^ 6. 
On the left, 
Reitde the f fages ikiU'd in nature's lore : 

■f- *'. e. The Euvates j wie of the three clafles of 
the Druids, according to Am. Marcellinus. Scudia 
liberaHum do&rinarum inchoata per Bardos, Euvates, 
& Druidas. This clafs, Strabo tells us, had the care 
of the facriices, and ftudied natural philofophy % which 
here, by the cba?tgeful unherfe, is (hewn to be on Py- 
thagorean principles. Whenever the Prajis are men- 
tioned in the fubfequent pares of the Drama, this order 
of men' is intended to be meant, as diftinguilhed from 
die I>Fuids and Bards. 

Page 181. i 9. 

Thou (halt live ; 
Yet (halt thou live an interdi<^ed wretch. 
All rights of nature cancell'd. 

Alludii^ to the Druidlcal power of excommunica- 
tion, mentioned by Ca;far. Si quis aut privatus, aut 
publicus, eorum decreto non ftetic, facrificiis inter- 
dicunt. Hxc poena apud eos eft graviOima. Quibug 

NOTE. 
• The above quotations, from anticDt aathon, are here throwa 
together, in order to liipport and explun fome paffages in the 
Dranaof Caractacus, that refpeft the manners of the Druids; 
Asd which, the general account of iheir cuAcmt, to be found in oup 
luJtories of Britain, does not include. 

X 4 ita 
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tta efl interdiftum, ii numero impiorum ac fcderatorum 

habcntur neque lis petentibus jus redditur, neque 

honos uUus communicatur. C. Comment. Lib. vi. 

Page 185. j^ 5. 
Arc the milk-white fteers prepar'd ? 

In the minute dcfcription which Pliny gives us of 
the ceremony of gathering the mifletoe, he te]ls us» 
they facrificed two white bulls. See Pliny's Natural 
Hiftory, 1. xvi, c. 44. which Drayton, in his Po- 
lyolbion, thus verfiBcs. 

Sometimes within my fliades, in many an antient 

wood, 
Whofe often-twined tops great Phcebus* fires with- 

ftood. 
The fearlefs Britifh pricft, Under an aged oak, 
Taking a milk-whiie bull, unftrained with the yoke. 
And with an ax of gold, from that Jovc-facred tree 
The mifletoe cut down -, then with a bended knee 
On th'unhew'd altar laid, put to the hallow'd fires; 
And whilll in the fliarp flame the trembling flelh 
^ expires, 

As their fl:rong fury mov'd (when all the reft adore) 
Pronouncing their defires the facrifice before. 
Up to th'eiernal heav'n their bloodied hands did 

rear : 
And whilft the murm'ring woods ev'n fliuddcrM as 

with fear, 
Preach'd to the beardlefs youth the foul's immortal 

fta;e j 
To other bodies fl:ill how it ffaould tranfmigrate. 

That 
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That to contempt of death them ftrongly did excite.' 
Ninth Song. 

Page 186. jif 4. 
AVhcre our matron filler dwells. 

The cxiftence of female Druids feems afcertiuned by 
Tacitus, in his defcription of the final deftru£tion of 
Mona by Faulinus Suetonius. Stabat pro Ittore di- 
verfa acies denfa armis vlrifque interatrfantibus fccmms^ 
&c. Alfo by the known ftory of Diocleftan, on vhich 
Fletcher formed a play, called the Prophctcls. 

Page 186. f 7. 
And the potent adder-fbne. 

The ovum anguinum, or ferpent's egg s a famous 
Druidical amulet, thus circumftantially deicribed by 
Pliny .^—Praeterea eft ovonim genus in magna Gal- 
Uarum fama, omiiTum Gnecis. Angue$ innumeri 
zftate convoluti, falivis faucium corporumque fpumts 
artihci complexu glomerancur ; Anguinum appellatur. 
Druidas fibilis id dicunt in fublime ja^ri, fagoque 
oportere intercipi, ne tellurem atdngat. Profugcre 
raptorem equo, ferpentes enim infequi, donee arceaniur, 
amnis alicujus interventu, &c. Nat. Hift. 1. xxix. c. 3. 
, There are remains of this fuperftition ftill, both In the 
northern and weftem [>arts of our ifland. For Lhwyd, 
the author of the Archcologia, writes thus to Rowland ^ 
fee Mona Antiqua, p. 338. " The Druid doctrine 
*' about the Glain Neidr^ obtains very much through 
" all Scotland, as well lowlands as highlands ; but 
** there is not a'word of it in this kingdom (Ireland) • 
*' where. 
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*' where, as there are no fnakes, they could not pro- 
** pagate it. Befides fnakc-ftones, the highlandcrs 
** have their fnail-ftones, paddock- ftones, &c. to all 
** which they attribute their feveral virtues, and wear 
** them as amulets." And in another leuer he writes, 
** The Cornifh retun variety of charms, and have ftill, 
♦* towards the land's end, the amulet of Maen Magal, 
•* and Glain Neidr, which latter they call a Milpreu, 
" or Melpreu, and have a charm for the fnake to 
*' make it, when they have found one aflecp, and 
,** fouck a hazel wand in the center of her fpires." 

Page 205. ^ 9. 
Have the milk-white flceds 
Unrein'd, and, neighing, pranc'd with &v*nng 
fteps. 

The few and imperfeft accounts antiquity gives us 
of ceremonies, &c which are unqueflionably Druidi- 
cal, makes it neceflary in this, and in other places of 
the Drama, to have recourfe to Tacitus's account of 
the Germans, amongft whom, if there were really no 
eftablifhcd Druids, there was certainly a great corre- 
fpondency, in religious opinions, with the Gauls and 
Britons. The palTage here alluded to is taken from 
his loth chapter. Proprium gentis, equorumque quo- 
que prsefagia ac monitus experiri. Publice aluntur 
iiGJem nemoribus ac lucis, candidi & nullo mortali 
Qpere contaiSi, quos preflbs facro curru, facerdos ac 
rex, vcl princeps civitatis comitantur, hinnitus & fre- 
mitus obfcrvant, nee ulli aufpicio major fides non fo- 
lum apud plebcm, fed apiid proceres, apud facerdotes. 

Page 
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Thou art a king, a ibv'reign o'er frail man 1 
I am a Druid, fervant of the gods. 
Such ierrice is above fuch fovereignty. 

The fupreme authority of the Druids over their kings* 
is thus afcertaiDed by Dion. Chryfoftom. K(X7°> ^* °^ff 

■niP teXXw vo(pia»f S» avtUf toT; Pae-iXtZnv xSiv t^ 

ofix^a, ToDf it jSmrtXcoc, auruv vw^nras Kca Steatooous 
yiyna-&eu t^ yvu^yit, tv ^^reig x^vvvTi jwflij/xiwff, xtu 
nxtcii fuynXatf ei**r}ete, xai weXi^ifutg tvux?if'intc, 
Helinodus alfo de Slavis, 1. ii. c. 12. afleits. Rex 
i^d eos modicje eft asftimadonls in comparatione 
f)amiois. 

Page 207..;^ 12. 
The time ihall come> when deftiny and death 
Thron'd in a burning car. 

Strabo, and other writers, tell us> the Druids taught, 
that the world was Bnally to be deftroyed by fire } up- 
on which this allegory is founded. 

Page 217. y 8. 

The gods, my brethren. 
Have wak'd thele doubts in the untainted breaft 
Of this mild maiden. 

Inefle enim fandum quid & providum fosminis pu- 
tant. Nee aut condlia ipforutn afpcrnantur, aut re- 
Jponfa negant. Tac. de morib. Germ. And Strabo to 

the 
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the like purpofe, 1, vii. "hva^iiiya^ryaiuir^eufunuti 
ttpxt'^S Oiovlm Tai yuseuiicis. 

Page 223. 3^ 8. 

Behold yon huge 
And unhewn ipherc of living adaoaant. 

This- is meant to defcnbe the rocking-ftone, of 
which there are feveral ftilJ to be fecn in Wales, Corn- 
wa!I, and Derbyfliirc. They arc univerfally fuppoied, 
by antiquarians, to be Druid monutnents ; and Mr. 
Toland thinks> *' that the Druids made the people bc- 
** lieve that they only could move them, and that by 
*' a miracle, by which they condemned or acquitted 
**• the accufed, and often brought criminals to confefs 
*' what could in no other way be extorted from them.** 
It was tliis conjefture which gave the hint for this piece 
of machinery. The reader may find a defcription of 
one of th;:re lucking-ftones in Camden's Britannia, in 
his account t'f i'cmbrokeftiire ; and alfu feveral in Bor« 
lafe's hiftory of Cornwall, 

Page 257. # 10. 
" ■ ■ And it's name 



Trifingus. 

The name of the inchanted fword in the Herrarer 
Saga, 

Page 257. / 17. 
By the bright circle of the golden fun. 

This adjuration is taken from the literal form of the 

old Druidical oath, which they adminiftered to their 

difctples ; 
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difciples ; and which the learned Selden, in Prolog, dc 
Diis Syr. gives us from Vetrius Vdens Antiochenus, 
I. vii. It is as follows : Tu( reus WBt^ttyrtXitue ifi^» 
VbSofMntf o^i^u HAIOT jufii- U^ov kurXof xou EE- 
AHNHE tauftikisi S^fut^^raw Tf Xotwav AXTEPUN 
Smafinq xai KVKX»f ATOFCAI^EKA ZUAIAN, ei* 
tfTTott^vipcii ToSra txta, km toTs dirauhvni( % dftu^rote 
fi^ fujaitSoireu, Tifi^r T» xm ftv^fupf ru tlmiyiitraifcirM 

Page 268. f 13. 

Near each a white-rob*d Druid, whofe ftcrn 

voice 
Hiunder'd deep execrations on the fiw. 

This account is taken from what hiftory tells us did 
really happen fome years after, when the groves of 
Mona were deftroyed by Suetonius Paulinus. Igitur 
Monam infulam incolis validam, & receptaculum per- 
fugarum aggredi parat, navefque fabricatur piano 
alveo, adverfus breve litus & incertum. Sic Pedes -, 
equites vado fecuti, aut altiores inter undas, adnantes 
tquis tranfmifere. Stabat pro Utore diverfa acies denfa 
armis virifque, intercufantibus &eminis : in modum 
Furiarum, vefte ferali crinibus dejcftis faces prxfcrt- 
hant. Druidx circum, preces diras fublatis ad coelum 
manibus fundentes, novitate afpedus perculere tnilites 
uc quafi haerentibus membris, immobile corpus vul- 
neribus prxberent. Detn cohortationibus ducis, & k 
ipfi flimulantes ne muliebre & fanaticum agmen pave- 
fcerent, inferunt figna, fiernuntque obvios & igni fuo 
involvunc Tac. Ann. I. xiv, c. 29. 

Page 
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Thele fhapelefs fymbols of your barbarous gods. 

Thie Druids did not really worlliip the divinity under 
any fymbol. But this is put intentionally into the 
mouth of the Roman, as miftaking the rude ftones 
placed round the grove, for idols. Thus Lucan in 
his beautiful dcfcription of a Druid grove, 

■ ■ fimulacraque moefta deorum 

Arte carent cadifque extant infbrmia truncis. . 

Fhar. Lib. iii. 
Some imagery from the fame defcription is alTo bor- 
rowed in the opening of the Drama. 

Page 287. jf II. 
Soldier, I had arms. 



This paflage, and fome others in this fcene, are 
taken from Cara<ftacus*s ftmous fpeech in Tacitus, 
before the throne of Claudius 1 but here adapted to 
his dramatic character. 
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